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THE AUTHOR. 



^HIS Poem was publiRbod in December 1763, 
and for it and the Duelliat, Churchill obtained 
fVom Mr. Flexney and Mr. Kearaley the sum 
of ^4fl0. The sale was very extensive, and 
the price of half a crown required for so short 
poem rendered it a profitable concern to the booksellers, 
le Roaciad, of nearly four times the lenj^h, had been first 
iblUhed by Ohurohill at the moderate price of one shilling. 
By contemporary critics **The Authori’ was highly praised, 
id was consider^ the most agreeable and unexceptionable 
' OhurcbilPs poems. Nor la this popularity surprising j the 
rst part of the poem Is devoted to a -TOdlcation of the 
censori^ power of the press,** and oould not fail to please 
la literary profession. The age in which Ohurohill lived 
as reinarkable for the swarms of lampoons, satires, and 
:iHtiofld pamphlets which issued from the press. The time 
as one of great excitement, and the public eagerly dlevonred 
m trash rirat came oub— tasteless enough in itself, but 
;rongly fiavonred with ineinoation and The writers 

enerally indicated the objects of their abuse by daiheSi cr 
y Mtiali only I which served tlte donbls puixose of soreen* 
w them^ves and stimulating the cnrioeity of their readers 
Straai^" esyi 

♦*StraageI how the frequent iatmjeoted daeh 
i 

Tme iocpofftimt letters that include thehiit, 

Sere^ as a key ihcM that ime 

The 

TOL. XX, m : ■ 


THE POEMS OF CHHKCEIIE. 


Neariy all these writings are now forgotten. The «tttho 
of them had allChnrohiira virulence, without l^s fEaPce* hi 
no doubt they thought themselves poets, and the aatar 
guardians of public morality. “ The Author” deflmdi tl 
satirist; and they thought it was a defence of theacu 




'COURSED the man, whom fate ordain 
in spite, 

And cruel parents teach, to read and 
write I 

What need of letters ? wh^efore sbotdd m 
Why write onr Aames ? a jnarfc i*® ^ m wall 
iIn*Bh are the precious hours of youth 
In cHmhing leaming^s rugged, ste^ asMt } 
When to the top the hold adventure/s got, 
ffe re%ns5 vain monarch o^er a barren 
WhOst in the vale of ignorance bdow 
FoBy and vice to rank luxuriance grow ; 

■Honours and wealth pour in on every side. 

And proud preferment rolls her golden tide. 

0 ^^ erahbed authors lifers gay prime to wnst 
Tq cramp wOd^genias in the of ttH^ 

To’ hear the dru<%ery 0^ 

Airi t^ely stoop to evety padanif* yy lo j ; 
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Vice-Chancellors, whose knowledge is but small, 
And Chancellors who nothing know at all, 
Ill-brook’d the generous spirit in those days 
When learning was the certain road to praise, 
When nobles, with a love of science bless’d, 
Approved in others what themselves possess’d, so 
But now, when Dulness rears aloft her throne, 
When lordly vassals her wide empire own ; 

When Wit, seduced by Envy, starts aside, 

And basely leagues with Ignorance and Pride ; 
What, now, shotdd tempt ns, by false hopes misled, 
Learning’s unfashionable paths to tread, 

To bear those labours which our fathers bore, 
That crown withheld, which they in triumph wore? 
When with mueh pains this boasted l^ming’s 
got, 

’Tis an attont to those who have it not ; 40 

In some it causes hate, in others fear, 

Instructs our foes to rail, our fHends to sneer. 
With prudent haste the worldly minded fool 
Forgets the little which he learnt at school ; 

The eld^ brother to vast fortunes bom, 

Looks on all science with an eye of scorn j 
Dependent brethren the same featoes wear, 

And younger sons are j^pid as the. heir* 

In s^tes, at the bar, in church and state, 

<3p|iis is and lesm 
. 1$ desth to | i$ this the Ia9i4 

wWoinecit reward 
WlMSfs heroes, {lereoat^e, the 
%'wimna they 

Where postsv - 
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THE POEMS OF CHURCHILL. 

Is this the land, where, on our Spenser's 
Enamour'd of his voice, Description hung* ^ 

Where Jonson rigid Gravity beguiled^ , , 

Whilst Reason through her critic fences 

Where Nature listening stood whilst Shaki©®P^® 

4nd wonder'd at the work herself had ^ 

Is this the land, where, mindful of her ch.a>ri^® 
And office high, feir Freedom walk'd at larg*^ ‘ 
Where, finding in our laws a sure defence, 

pock'd at all restart but those of s eriso 
Whercj B[eal^ and. KcHtour trooping by h. eir 
She spread her sa^ed empre fp* wide^ ? 
Poinfed <he way, AIKchon to beguile, 

Aud bade the 6ee pf Sorrow wear a smile, 
jBade those who dare obey the generous ceJl, 
Enjoy h^ blessings, which God meant fai:^ oil' ^ 
is this Ihe land, where, in some tyrant's r 
When a weak, wi^ed, ministerial train, 

toob ’of power, the slaves of intereeti, 

*rBm eiid .wi& h?^>eff 

'^&ose 
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The hardy poet raised his honest rhymes 
To dread rebuke, and bade Control men t speak 
In guilty blushes on the villain’s cheek ; 9o 

Bade Power turn pale, kept mighty rogues in awe, 
And made them fear the Muse, who fear’d not law? 

l^low do I laugh, when men of narrow souls, 
Whom folly guides, and prejudice controls ; 

Who, one dull, drowsy track of business trod, 
Worship their Mammon, and neglect their God ; 
Who, breathing by one musty set of rules, 

Dote from their birth, and are by system fools ; 
Who, form’d to dulness from their very youth, 
Lies of the day prefer to Gospel-truth ; lOO 

Pick up their little knowledge from Reviews, 

And lay out all their stock of faith in news ; 

How do I laugh, when creatures, form’d like 
r these, 

Whom Reason scorns, and I should blush to please, 
Rail at all liberal arts, deem verse a crime, 

And bold not truth, as truth, if told in rhyme ? 

How do I laugh, when Publius, hoary grown 
In zeal for Scotland’s welfare, and his own, 

By slow degrees, and course of office, drawn 
In mood and figure at the helm to yawn, no 
Too mean (the worst of curses Heaven em smd) 


Andiw Murvelh H* ww member for totef 
f^om the Restora^on till %k'. -i&M* 


a man of no pro|>«rty, bit cone titixente pm b^xa m 
laeom icMent ^ bi« noitintenAnoe, dxxrixig 
be them. Marvell made blmedf ototlouiB 

to (be dbmrt by. ble public spirit and integrity^ 
tbed^ofb^<Mtiwbialifb He 

• died In U ^ 



6 THK FORKS OF OHVKCailX. 

To have a foe ; too proud to have a friend ; 
Biring by form, whioh blookheada aaered hold 
Ne’er miking new fruits, and ne’er mending < 
Rebukes my spirit, bids the daring Muse 
Subjects more equal to her weaknees ohoose ; 
Bids her frequent the haunts of humble swair 
Nor dare to trafro in ambitious dfifaine ; 

Bids her, indulging the poetio whim 
In quaint-wrought ode, or sonnet pertly trim 
Abng the ehuroh-way path oomplain vdth Gi 
Or danee with Masco oa the flise of May ! 

•• All aaered is the name and powsr Ungs ; 
All states and statesmeD are those sa^hty ^ 
Which, howsoe’sr tlMy oat of eoorse m^y roS 
Were nevw made for poets to control.’' 

Peaoe, peace, thou Dotard, nor thus vilely c 
Of saored numbers, and their power biasphen 
1 1 ^ thee, Wretch, search all creation round, 
In earth, in heaven, no subject can be found 
<Our dod alone except) above whoee weight 
The poet cannot rise, and hold his state. 

The blessed saints above in numbers speak 
The praise of God, though there tall pniia Ut W 
In numbers here below tike hard eM ^ 
Yirtue to soar beyond the tfUtda's nassli; 
Shall tear his labouring lungs, stmin his iu 
throat, 

And raise Ids vedoe beyond the trumpet’s noti 
Should an affieted eountiy, awed by men 
pvincipiss, demand his pen. 

'Rds is a groat, a point of view, 

fof an Eng^frh poet to pursue, 

'^^hMeated to pu»ue, thoogh, in return. 
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His writings by the common hangman burn. 

How do I laxigh, when men, by fortune placed 
Above their betters, and by rank disgraced, 

Who found their pride on titles which they stain, 
And, mean themselves, are of their fathers vain ; 
Who would a bill of privilege prefer, 

And treat a poiit like a creditor, i50 

The generous ardour of the Muse condemn, 

And curse the storm they know must break on them I 
‘‘ What, shall a reptile bard, a wretch unknown. 
Without one badge of merit but his own, 

Great nobles lash, and lords, like common men, 
Smart from the vengeance of a scribbler’s pen 
What’s in this name of Lord, that I should fear 
To bring their vices to the public oar ? 

Flows not the honest blood of humble swains les 
Quick as the tide which swells a monarch's veins? 
Monarohs, who wealth and titles can bestow, 
Cannot make virtues in succession flow. 

Wouldst thou, proud man, be safely placed above 
The censure of the Muse— deserve her love ; 

Act as thy birth demands, as nobles ought ; 

Look back, and, by thy worthy father taught, 
Who earn’d those honours, thou wert bom to wear ; 
Follow his steps, and be his virtue’s heir i 
But if, regardless of the road to fame, ” 

Tou start aside, and tread the paths of shame ; 

If such thy life, that should thy sire ariie, 171 
The sight of such a son would blaet his 
Would make Mm mmse the hour 
birth, 

WkiMdrivehim,shudde?i^ 
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THE POEMS OF CHURCH IIX* 




In endless night to hide his reverend head ; 

If such thy life, though kings had made thee m 
Than ever king a seoundrel made before ; 

Nay, to allow thy pride a deeper spring, 
Though God in vengeance had made tiiee a kir 
Taking on Virtue^s wing her dari^ flight, 

The Muse should drag thee trem HB^ to the lig 
Probe thy foul wounds, and lay tKytK)eom bar 
To the keen question of the strobing air. 

Gods I with what pride I see the titled alav€ 
Who smarts beneath the stroke which Satire gt 
Aiming at ease, and with di»honesl art 
Striving to hide the feelings of his heart \ 

How do I laugh, when, with affected air, 
(Scarce able through despite to keep Ws chair, 
Whilst on his trembling lip pale anger speaks, 
And the chafed blood flies mounting to his che^ 
He t«dki of Oonsci^ce, which good men seour 
Prom all those evil moments gi^t endures. 
And seems to laugh at those who pay regi^ 
To the wi^d ravings of a ftaatic hwfd* 


** Satb^, whilst envy and iU-^humofxr iw^ 

The mind of man, must always, 

Nmr to a bosom, with discretion * v 

Is aU her malice worth a tfaoughi 
The wise ha^ net ^ wili, xm Ws Mm pow« 
To ifop htf hsadi^^^ within the ho 

Ijcfo to s^ 

Gives tfei^ her life. 

. . i^lrings her prey, and ewy man her aim, 

. salt '1(10 patent eocemption claim, 

~ I wi^ to stop tlmt harndess dart 
I dround, but cannot wound my he< 
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Though pointed at myself, be Satire free ; 

To her ’tis pleasure, and no pain to me.’’ 21a 

Dissembling Wretch I hence to the Stoic school. 
And there amongst thy brethren play the fool ; 
There, unrebuked, these wild, vain, doctrines preach : 
Lives there a whom Satire cannot reach ? 
Lives there a ma who calmly can stand by, 

And see his conscience ripp’d with steady eye ? 
When Satire flies abroad on Falsehood’s wing, 
Short is her life, and impotent her sting ; 

But when to truth allied, the wound she gives 
Sinks deep, and to remotest ages lives. 220 

When in the tomb thy pamper’d flesh shall rot, 
And e’en by friends thy mem’ry be forgot, 

Still shalt thou live, recorded for thy crimes, 

Live in her page, and stink to after-times. 

Hast thou no feeling yet? Come, throw off pride, 
Amd own those passions which thou shalt not hide. 
Sandwich, who from the moment of his birth 
Made human nature a reproach on earth, 

Who never dared, nor wish’d behind to stay, 
When Folly> Vice, and Meanness led the way, 28O 
Would blush, .should he be told, by Truth and Wit 
Those actions, which he blush’d not to commit. 
Men the most infamous are fond of fame, 

And those who fear not guilt, yet start at shame- 
But whither runs my zeal, whose rapid force, 
Ttedng the brain, bears Reason from her owsej 
Oarri^ me beck to tim^, when poets, blesi^'l 
Witll graced the scienee they pretefli ji 

Whdl theyf in honour footed, 

Tbs 1st sditiciu hat,--* 

Is te 
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The bad to punish and reward the good ; 
When, to a flame by public virtue wrought, 
The foes of freedom they to justice brought, 
And dared expose those slaves who dared supp* 
A tyrant plan, and call’d thomselvee a Court ? 
Ah ! what are poets now ? as slavish those 
Who deal in verse, as those who ddsJ in prose. 
Is there an Author, search the kingdom round 
In whom true worth and real spirit’s found? 
The slaves of booksellers, or (doom’d by Pate 
To baser ohaine) vile pensioners of state, 
Some, dead to shame, and of those idsaaUes pxN 
Which Honour scorns, for slawy roar aloud ; 
Others, half-palsied only, mutes beecwne, 

And what m^es SmoHMt write makes Jdbnso 
dumb. 

Why turns you villain pale? why bends Wa 
Inward, abash’4 when Murphy pasees by? 
Do«^ thou sage Murphy for a blockhead take, 
Who wages war with vice for virtue’s sake? 
Ke, im, like odw 

He shifts Ms saie^ ami esMbes evi^ 

Hb soul the sho<& of istecesO • 

Give him a pezmicm then, m& 

Bid Tiptue <JiKwidh> bid Yioe «salt hear horn ; 


, ws ENbiM 


a«iaed a psiiaion< 
» ftfttrwsrdii iooept 
rim tny polltiesl Bt 


'S' \i 


msmt pM 8m$0»tt fhr his 4ii 
httt no stated penskm was 


e?, itete. 
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Bid cowards thrive, put Honesty to flight, 

Murphy shall prove, or try to prove it right. 

Try, thou state-juggler, every paltry art ; 

Ransack the inmost closet of my heart, 

Swear thou’rt my friend; by that base oath make way 
Into my breast, and flatter to betray ; 270 

Or, if those trifeks are vain, if wholesome doubt 
Detects the fraud, and points the villain out, 

Bribe those who daily at my board are fed, 

And make them take my life who eat my bread ; 

On Authors for defence, for praise depend, 

Pay him but well, and Murphy is thy friend: 

He, he shall ready stand with venal rhymes, 

To varnish guilt, and consecrate thy crimes, 

To make corruption in false colours shine, m 
And damn his own good name, to rescue thine. 

But, if thy niggard hands their gifts withhold, 
And Vice no longer rains down showers of gold, 
Expect no mercy ; facts, well grounded, teach, 
Murphy, if not rewarded, will impeach. 

What though each man of nice and juster thought, 
Shunning his steps, decrees, by honour taught, 

He ne^er can be a friend, who stoops so low 
To be the base betrayer of a foe ? 

What though, with thine together linked, hie name | 
Must be with thine fransmitted down to shame? 
To every manly feeling callous grown, m 

Salher not bkst thine, he% blast M$ 

To ope the fountain whence sedition 
To elanSbr government, and libel kings j 
With freedom’s name to serve a 
Though bmm and bred to arbitosy jiii^ 

To t a l k of WiSdam w M i* 
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Whilst ft vile Stuart^s lurking in his heart, 
And, whilst mean Envy rears her loathsome h 
Flattering the living, to abuse the dead, 
Where is Shebbearo ? Oh let not foul reproa< 
Travelling thither in a Oity-ooach, 

The pillory dare to name : the whole intent 
Of that pmrade was fame, not punishment ; 
And that old, staunch Wh ig, Beardmore, standing 
Can in fUU court give that report the lie. 

With rude unnatural jargon to support, 
Half Sootcfa, half EngliA, ft declining oourt ; 
To make mo^t ghring oontrariee unite, 

And prove beyt^ dis^te that Uaok is white 
To make firm Honour tamely league wiUi Sht 
Make Yiee and Virtue differ but L name ; 

To prove that chains and fkeedom are but one 
That to be saved must mean to be undone, 


0r» a phytioiaii tad notorloni J 

bItMi writtapf wt»,ln 1759, prosscatsd Smt wHtlaf a mv 
B Qgto d,attd t t a tnwad fe» tbs]^ 
tad to two ymtt In the sasaagsa 



Mty ooawie, 


la ft, ‘mm a maerM 





® .. .. .. 

,v' 




<m tb« pit 
MA; artlols being 
aoblt Aunily tretttc 
fbaad wlum pnbllthe 
of srrort, mta^ of thti 
bydkfpoet. 
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Is there not Guthrie ? Who, like him, can call 
All opposites to proof, and conquer all? 

He calls forth living waters from the rock ; 

He calls forth children from the barren stock : 

He, far beyond the springs of Nature led, 

Makes women bring forth after they are dead : S20 
He, on a curious, new, and happy plan, 

In wedlock’s sacred bands joins man to man ; 

And, to complete the whole, most strange, but true, 
By some rare magic, makes them fruitful too, 
"VV^ilst from their loins, in the due course of years, 
Flows the rich blood of Guthrie’s English Peers. 

Dost thou contrive some blacker deed of shame, 
Something which Nature shudders but to name, 
Something which makes the soul of man retreat, 
And the life-blood run backward to her seat ? sso 
Dost thou contrive, for some base private end, 
Some selfish view, to hang a trusting friend, 

To lure him on, e’en to his parting breath, 

And promise life to work him surer death? 

Grown old in villany, and dead to grace, 

HeU in his heart, and Tyburn in his face, 

Behold, a parson at thy elbow stands, 

Lowering damnation, and with open hands 
Ripe to betray his Saviour for reward, 

The Atheist chaplain of an Atheist lord» wo 

Bred to the church, and for the gown decreed, 
Bre it was known that I should learn to read^ 
Thou|fb that was nothing, for my friends, wiio knew 
Whaf niifbty Dulness of itself oouM do^ 

TheW hnat "Hn originii% wrfttea: fer fh* thtwt- 
' «nod ‘♦3Ei«gy, or ' See ta Bbg<trihf 
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Never design’d me for a working priest, 

But hoped I should have been a Dean at least- 
Condemn’d (like many more and worthier mei 
To whom I pledge the service of my pen) 
Condemn’d (whilstproudandpamper’dsons of la 
Cramm’d to the throat, in lazy plenty yawn) 
In pomp of reverend beggary to appw, 

To pray, and starve, on forty pounds a-year. 
My friends, who never felt the galling load. 
Lament that I forsook the paekhorse road, 
Whikt Virtue to my conduct witness bears, 
In off that gown Pranois wea 

, What ao very pert aini prim 


Obt had (OcwapOfiNl of a j 

isdiled Kksrst^** sasdy as was Ibis ensdcnn, r^e 

ts %.is ia aS: probabftitj le sever comm: 

they were »ot amesg' bis pq 
Mt Jatepaoxy' reoaaifeably b^ rt 

pweas amfca. they were reqirhed t^;priwter. 
pfems fasi coi^teaaapiatloB^ 
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So very full of foppery, and whim, 

So gentle, yet so brisk ; so wondrous sweet, 

So fit to prattle at a lady’s feet ; seo 

Who loo]^ as ho the Lord’s rich vineyard trod, 
And by his garb appears a man of God ? 

Trust not to looks, nor credit outward show ; 

The villain lurks beneath the cassook’d beau ; 
That’s an informer; what avails the name? 

Suffice it that the wretch from Sodom came. 

His tongue is deadly — from his presence run, 
Unless thy rage would wish to be undone. 

No ties can hold him, no affection bind, 

And fear alone restrains his coward mind ; S70 

Free him from that, no monster is so foil. 

Nor is so sure a blood-hound found in heh. 

His silken smiles, his hypocritic air, 

His meek demeanour, plausible and fair. 

Are only worn to pave Fraud’s easier way, 

And make gxiH’d Virtue fall a surer prey. 

Attend his church — his plan of doctrine view — 
The preacher is a Christian, dull, but true ; 

But when the hallow’d hour of preaching’s o’er, 
That plan of doctrine’s never thought of more ; 
Christ is laid by neglected on the shelf, m 
And the vile priest is Gospel to himself* 

By Ctelaad tutor’d, and with Blaeow hred, 

^ Olttod, tbe ton of Oohmsl (ManA who wsa s 
lltad of «nd tbs Wdl Hoaeroomb of tbs 
an UmUoas 

and ledootiva Its tbagpms of 
lananiga sad sammed dtoipst^ of ml ha 

sold d>r SO goinsM to s booIcNlfir, ^10,000 

bgr the Mi* of It* mimwi 

befm the 11 ^^ octtMftiibr ihfs 1 ^^ 
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THE CONFERENCE. 


^^RACE ssid in form, which eceptios i 
agree, 

.3 . When they are told that grace wai 
Sk^ l.' by me; 

The aervants gone, to br«dc the sounry Jeet 
On Uie proud landlord, and his threadb^ gn 
The King gone round, my Lady too withdra'a 
My Lord, in usual taste, began to yawn, 

And, lolling backward in his elbow-ohair, 
With an insipid kind of stupid stare. 

Picking his teeth, twirling his seals about— 

“ Churchill, you have a poem ooming out : 
You’ve my b«t wishes ; but I really fear 
if our Mpse, in general, is too severe ; 

Her spidt seenu her interest to oppose, 

And whore shemakesone IHend nudiastweatyf 
C. Your Lordship’sfearsarejust] Ifael thdrl 
But only feel it as a thing of oourse. 

The man whose hardy spirit shall snfage 
To lash the vioes of s guilty age, 

At his first setting forward ought to know 
That every rogue he meets most be his foe ; 
That the rude breath of satire will provoke 
Many who feel, and more who fear the stroki 
But the partial rage of — sub 
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From stubborn justice wrench the righteous pen ? 
Or shall I not my settled course pursue, 

Because my foes are foes to virtue too? 

L, What is this boasted Virtue, taught in schools, 
And idly drawn from antiquated rules ? 

What is her use ? point out one wholesome end ; 
Will she hurt foes, or can she make a friend ? so 
When from long fasts fierce appetites aris6, 

Can this same Virtue stifle Nature’s cries ? 

Can she the pittance of a meal aiford, 

Or bid thee welcome to one great man's board ? 
When northern winds the rough December arm 
With frost and snow, can Virtue keep thee warm ? 
Canst thou dismiss the hard unfeeling dun 
Barely by saying thou art Virtue’s son ? 

Or by base blundepng statesmen sent to jail, 

Will Mansfield take this Virtue for thy bail ? io 
Believe it not, the name is in disgrace ; 

Virtue and Temple now are out of place. 

Quit thm this meteor, whose delusive ray 
Prom wealth and honour leads thee fex astray. 
True virtue means, let Reason use her eyes, 
Nothing with fools, and inters^ with the wise. 
WouHst thou be great, her patronage disclaim, 
Nor BMitdly triumph in so a name r 
Let nobler wreaths ^y happy brown adorn, 

And leave to Virtue pover^ md seem. ^ m 


Let Ihrudeaoe be 1^y guide ; who doth snot 
Sow iVudsaace can with ‘ 

Po try thy utahosfc 
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Scatters the seeds of discord through the Ian 
Breaks every public, every private band ; 
Beholds with joy a trusting friend undone ; 
Betrays a brother, and would cheat a son : 
What mortal in his senses can endure 
The name of Hirco ? for the wretch is poor 
“ Let him hang, drown, starve, on a dunghiJ 
By all detested live, and die forgot ; 

Let him, a poor return, in every breath 
Feel all death’s pains, yet be whole years in d 
Is now the general cry we all pursue ; 

Let fortune change, and Prudence changes t 
Supple and pliant, a new system feels. 
Throws up her cap, and spaniels at his heelf 
Long live great Hirco, cries, by interest t 
And let his foes, though I prove one, be no 
(7. Peace to such men, if such men cai 
peace; 

# Let -their possessions, let their state, increaf 

Let their base services in courts strike root^ 
And in the season bring forth golden fruit ; 

I envy not : let those who have the will. 
And, with so little spirit, so much skill. 
With such vile instruments their fortimes ( 
Rogues may growfat ; an honest man dares sh 
L. These stale conceits thrown off, let us 8 
For once to real life, and quit romance. 
Starve i pret^ talking I but % fein would i 
That man, that honest man, would do it to 
Hence to yon motmtmu whiqli out^ 

And dart fiom pole to 

Throt^h all that space yOd ^ew 

Ifol ^cuie, who dares to act on such a 
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I 


i 



Cowards in calms will say what in a storm 
The brave will tremble at, and not perform. 9o 
Thine hO the proof, and, spite of all you’ve said 
You’d give your honour for a crust of bread. 

C. What proof might do, what hunger might 
effect. 

What famish’d Nature, looking with neglect 
On all she once held dear, what fear, at strife 
With fainting virtue for the means of life. 

Might make this coward flesh, in love with breath, 


; Shuddering at pain, and shrinking back from death. 
In treason to my soul, descend to bear, 

Trusting to fate, I neither know nor care. lOo 
Once, at this hour those wounds afresh I feel. 
Which nor prosperity nor time can heal. 

Those wounds w|j.ich fate severely hath decreed, 
Mention’d or thought of, must for ever bleed ; 
Those wounds, which humbled all that pride of man, 
Which brings such mighty aid to virtue’s plan ; 
Once, awed by Fortune’s most oppressive frown, 
By legal rapine to the earth bow’d down. 

My credit at last gasp, my state undone, 
Trembling to meet the shook I could not shun, no 
Virtue gave ground, and blank despair prevail’d ; 
Sinking beneath the storm, my spirits flail’d, 


like Peter’s faith, till one, a friend indeed^- 
May all distress find such in time of need,^ 
One kmd^ : good . .man, in act, in word, in ^ 
By virffte gpide^^ by wisdom ; 


sum 


fr|o^ 
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Image of Him whom Christians should adore, 
Stretch’d forth his hand, and brought me safe to sho: 

Since, by good fortune into notice raised. 
And for some little merit largely praised, 
Indulged in swerving from prudential rules, 
Hated by rogues, and not beloved by fools ; 
Placed above want, shall abject thirst of wealth 
So fiercely war ’gainst my soul’s dearest health. 
That, as a boon, I should base shackles crave, 
And, bom to freedom, make myself a slave? 
That I should in the train of those appear 
Whom honomr cannot love, nor manhood fear ? 

That I no losgear i^kulk fron^ street to street, 
Afraid lest duns assail, and meet ; 

That I from place to place this carcase bear j 
Walk forth at large, and wander free as air; 
That I no longer dread the awkward friend, 
Whose very obligations must offend ; 

Nor, all too froward, with impatience bum 
At safiering lavoiirs which I can’t return ; 

That, from dependeiiee and from pride secure, 

I am not so Mgh to seem the- poor. 

Nor yet so bw*^ that I ^ my lord* ^dtfld fear, 

Or hesit^e to give him sheer for j 
That, whilst ^e Prtiden(^ my edffi 

I c^n ei^oy the vrorld oh e^dal terhri ; 

That, kind to others, to ihyself most tiW, 
Feeling no wfia^ I eombiFt those who 4o, 

And with the v® - have power to aid distress, 

^ ChurcMll’s Srst earmugg wer€ approptia^ tt 
awchargg of oveiy demiajd (ibr 

the compromise with his ci^i‘tOM, he, 
liable) and to the relief of hia feieoid JEhdjertl 
♦*« iiriiii. hift henefactor. . . ' 
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These, and what other blessings I possess, 

From the indulgence of the public rise ; 

All private patronage my soul defies. 

By candour more inclined to save, than damn, 

A generous public made me what I am. iso 

All that I have, they gave ,* just memory bears 
The grateful stamp, and what I am, is theirs. 

L, To feign a red-hot zeal for freedom’s* cause, 
To mouth aloud for liberties and laws. 

For public good to bellow all abroad, 

Serves well the purposes of private fraud. 
Prudence by public good intends her own ; 

If you mean otherwise, you stand alone. 

What do we mean by country and by court ? 
What is it to oppose ? what to support ? leo 
Mere words of co^se ; anf what is more absurd 
Than to pay homage to an. empty word 1 
Majors and minors difiet feut in n^ane ; 

Patriots ai^ ministers are much' the same; 

The o>nly difierence, after all their rout, 

Is^ that the one is in, the other out. 

Explore the dark recesses of the mind^ 

In the soul’s honest volume read manMnd^ 

And own, in wise and simple, great and ssnaii, 
The same grand leading principie in alL / iro 
Whate’er we taik of wisdom to the wise, . ; 


Of goodn^ tO' the good, of pubKe ties 




24 THE POEMS OF COTRCHILL. 

This, which unwilling faction shall admit, 
Guided in different ways a Bute and Pitt, 
Made tyrants break, made kings observe the 1 
And gave the world a Stuart and Nassau. 

Hath Nature (strange and wild conceit of pri 
Distinguish’d thee from all her sons beside ? 
Doth virtue in thy bosom brighter glow, 

Or from a spring more pure doth action flow ‘i 
Is not thy soul bound with’ those very chains 
Which shackle us ? or is that self, which reig 
O’er kings and beggars, which in all we see 
Most strong and sovereign, only weak in thee 
Fcmd man, believe it not ; experience tells 
’Tis not thy virtue, but thy pride rebels^ 
Think, (and for onoe lay by thy lawless pen) 
Think, and confess thyself like other men j 
Think but one hour, and, to thy conscience 1( 
By Reason’s hand, bow down and hang thy h 
Tliink on thy private life, recal thy youth, 
Yiew thyself now, and own, with strictest tri 
That self hath drawn thee jfrom fair virtue’s ^ 
Farther thad f>Uy, would have dared to stray. 
And that the talents liberal Nature^ gave 
To make thee i:ee, have made; thee W)re a 
,Quit theh^ in, prudence quit that idle, train 
Of toys, which l^ve so loDg abused^ffi^ 

And caf^ive led ^hy powers 5 with boundless 
Let self maintainL'. her state and empke still ; 
Bat let her, with- iaqre worthy objects caught 
Strain all the faeiJlties SUd force of 
Tn things of higher daring ; let her range 
.^ipoi^h better pastures,, and learn how. to cha 
BO longer to weak faction 
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Wisely revolt, and join onr stronger side. 

0 , Ah I what, my Lord, hath private life to do 
With things of public nature ? why to view 
Would you thus cruelly those scenes unfold 
Which, without pain and horror to behold. 

Must speak me something more, or less than man ; 
Which friends may pardon, but I never can ? 

Look back ! a thought which borders on despair, 
Which human nature must, yet cannot bear. 220 
”ris not the babbling of a busy world, 

Where praise and censure are at random hurl’d. 
Which can the meanest of my thoughts control, 
Or shake one settled purpose of my soul ; 

Free and at large might their wild curses roam, 
If all, if all, alas ! were well at home. 

No — ’tis the tale which angry conscience tells. 
When she with more than tragic horror swells 
Each circumstance of guilt ; -^hen stern, but true, 
She brings bad actions forth into review, 230 
And like the dread Jiand-writing on the waU, 
Bids late remorse awake at reason’s call ; 

Arm’d at all points, bids scorpion vengeance pass. 
And to the mind holds up reflection’s glass. 

The mind which, starting, heaves the heart-felt 


groan. 

And hates that form she knows to be .her owm 
of thiSj-^let private sorrows rest,?— ^ 
As to the public, I dare stand the test ; . ; f ; 
Bare proudly boast, I feel ho wish 
The ^)od ,of En|fland, and my ( 

Strang^ Jl(?:p^-^gej..by 
Unerring^l 
Not aH 
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No, nor of hell, shall make me change my 
What ! herd with men my honest soul disdaiL^®^ 
Men who, with servile zed are foiging chaiixs 
For Freedom’s neck, and lend a Helping hand 
To spread destruction o’er my native land. 

What ! shall I not, e’en to my latest breath. 

In the full face of danger and of death ^ 

Exert that little strength which nature gave. 

And boldly stem, or perish in the wave ? 

L, When I loek badkward for some fifty year 
And see protesting pdriots turn’d to peers ; 

Hear n^ loose for dmm&j dedaijaa. 

And fca]&; of eteracfeer without a naaaae > 

See K#lds assert the easnoo 

And meek diviaes wield persecutioa’s rod ; 

See men transform’d to brutes, and brutes to m® 
See Whitehead take a place, Ralph change his p® 
I mock the zeal, and deem the men in sporh, ^ 
Who rail at mmistars and curse a court. 

Thee, hanghty as thou art, and proud in TiLyixi&®: 

^ This iecapt1snl&f^0& af asweasisfencies Wifi 
tanafe^y t© ovaryi of TN gee?rja-| 

oonfwred on O apd t 

spe^h of tbff Earf of SaaasaWfcb fa the Hiteo 

and^e intolecance of WartwirtoEi;, are 

in this passage. Walpc^. ia a let^ ^ 

writes, ^ Tonr fasirW 4 ItaVe long haSd a 'fi^r jrc 

consin Ke 1 

impeached P* 

expelled for 

Covent Gardeiii**^" v.. - ' ■ 
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Shall some preferment, offered at a time 
When virtue sleeps, some sacrifice to pride, 

Or some fair victim, move to change thy side. 

Thee shall these eyes behold, to health restored. 
Using, as Prudence bids, bold Satire’s sword, 
Galling thy present friends, and praising those 
Whom now thy frenzy holds thy greatest foes, m 
G. May I (can worse disgrace on manhood fall?) 
Be bom a Whitehead, and baptized a Paul; 

May I (though to his service deeply tied 
By sacred oaths, and now by will ^ied) 

With false, feign’d zeal an injured God defend. 
And use his name for some base private end ; 

May I (that thought bids double horrors roll 
O’er my sick spirits, and unmans my soul) * 
Ruin the virtue which I held most dear, m 
And stiU must hold ; may I, through abject fear, 
Betray my friend ; may to succeeding times. 
Engraved oh plates of adamant, my crimes ’ 

Stand blazing forth, whilst mark’d with 
Each little act of virtue is forgot ; 

Of all those evils which, to ^mp men curst, 

Hell keeps in store for vengeance, may the 
Light on my head ; and in my day of wo% 

To make the cup of bitterness o’erffow, * 

May I be scorn’d by every man of worti]^ 
^Wander, like Cain, a vagabond c 
^ B^rinp about a beU in my own 
for my Ufe . 
if i ^ .one among the many 
Wh<fei 
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L. Do you reflect what men you make your foes? 
G, I do, and that’s the reason I oppose. 

Friends I have made, whom Envy must commend, 
But not one foe whom I would wish a friend. 
What if ten thousand Butes and Hollands bawi ? 
One Wilkes hath made a large amends for all. soo 
’Tis not the title, whether handed down 
From age to age, or flowing from the crown 
In copious streams on recent men, who came 
From stems unknown, and sires without a name : 
’Tis not the star which our great Edward gave 
To mark the virtuous, and reward the brave, 
Blazing without, whilst a base heart within 
!^rotten to the core with filth and sin ; 

not the tinsel grandeur, taught tb wait. 

At custom’s (mil, to mark a fool of state sio 
From fools of lesser note, that soul can awe, 

Whose pride is reason, whose defence is law. 

L, Suppose, (a thing scarce possible in art, 

Were it thy cue to play a common part) 

Suppose thy writings so well fenced in law, 

That Norton cannot find nor make a flaw— 

Hast thou not heard^ tot ’mongst b# anciefit 

tribes, ' '' : . 

By party warpt, or lull’d asleep 1^ ferite^ 

Or trembling at thb rufi&n han^ of Forbe, 

Law hath su^)end6d stoodi, or changed its course ? 
Art thou assured, that, for destruction ripe, 


' John Calcraft, Faqi Anay Jikgent' 

: IteaitJtQSr. ■ 

■ ■; First Edition iia» ' 

■ SHHiame of Lord HoJland/ ' ■ 

■■‘■•/■.V- ... ' ' '■ 
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What sanction has-t thou, frantic in thy rhymes, 
Thy life, thy freedom to secure ? 

C. The times. 

’Tis not on law, a system great and good, 

By wisdom penn’d, and bought by noblest blood, 
My faith relies : by wicked men and vain ^ 

Law, once abused, may be abused again. — 

No ; on our great law-giver I depend, 

Who knows and guides her to her proper end ; S30 
Whose royalty of nature blazes out 
So fierce, ’twere sin to entertain a doubt — 

Did tyrant Stuarts now the laws dispense, 

(Bless’d be the hour and hand which sent them 
hence I) 

For something, or for nothing, for a word 
Or thought, I might be doom’d to death, unheard. 
Life we might all resign to lawless power, 

Nor think it worth the purchase of an hour ; 

But envy ne’er shall fix so foul a stain 

On the fair annals of a Brunswick’s reign. 340 


If, slave to party, to revenge, or pride ; 

If, by frail human error drawn aside, 

I break the law, strict rigour let her wear ; 
’Tis hers to punish, and ’tis mine to bear; 
Nor, by the voice of Justice doom’d to deatii. 
Would I ask mercy with my latest breath; 

^ But, anxious only for my country’s good, 


In which my king’s, of course, is imderstoo^^ 
Form’d on ,a. plan with some few patriot- : 
■Whilst by Just means I aim at noHest 



80 


THE POEMS OE CHtTKCHIIX. 


Some black attorney, for his purpose mat^e, 

And shove, ■whilst Decency and Law retreat, 

The modest Norton from his maiden seat ; 
Though both, in ill confederates, should agree, 

In damned league, to torture law and me ; 

Whilst George is king, I cannot fear endure ; 

Not to be guilty, is to be secure. 360 

But when, in after-times, (be far removed 
That day !) our monarch, glorious and beloved. 
Sleeps with his fathers, should imperious fate. 

In vengeance, “with fresh Stuarts curse our state ; 
Should they, overleaping every fence of law. 
Butcher the brave to keep tame fools in awe ; 
Should they, by brutal and oppressive force. 
Divert sweet Justice h:om her even course ; 
Should they, of every other means bereft. 

Make my right hand a witness Against my left ; 37 c 
Should they, abroad by inquisitions taught, 

Search out my soul, and damn me for a thought y 
Still would I keep my course, still speak, still ■write. 
Till death had plunged me in the shades of night, 
Thou God of Truth, thou great, all-searching eye. 
To whom our thoughts, our spirits, open lie, 

Grant me thy strength, and in that peedhil hour, 
(Should it e’er come) when Law submits to Bower 
With firm resolve my steady bosom steel, 

Bravely to suffer, tho^h I deeply feel. 

Let me, as hitherto, stxH draw my breath 
In love with li% but not in fear of death; 

And if Oppressioa bri^^ ?ne the grave, 

And marks me dead, ^ Be% AaB maife n. 

BO unworthy maiks of gri^ be heari^ ; . 
.wild laments, not one unseemly word ; 
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Let sober triumphs wait upon my bier ; 

I won't forgive that friend who drops one tear. 
Whether he's ravish'd in life's early mom, 

Or in old age drops like an ear of com, 89o 

Full ripe he falls, on nature's noblest plan. 

Who lives to reason, and who dies a man. 


THE GHOST. 

m FOUR BOOKS. 




R, WILLIAM KENT, the ^stmaster of a tc 
; ia Norfolk, having lost his wife in childt 
i defeerrained to *quit the place, but his enga 
> naent with the post-office compelled him to s 
: there some months. During this interval 


Fanny h. (the G-host), who was sister to his late wife, resi< 
with him as his housekeeper. The constant communicat 
atteodiag such a situation soon produced a mutual atta 
uneatu Mr. Kent, however, finding that he was debar 
Jegaily uniting himself to the sister of his deceased v 
resolved k> try and forget her ; and came up to London v 
intention of applying for a situation in one of the pu' 
The girl having followed him, he at last determi 


to live with hM* as her husband. 


Itr. Kent, in October, 1759, took her to his lodging 


Cock Lane, Smithfield, at tne house of Mr. Parsons, 


c^k of the palish. Shortly after, he went into the cc 
try on bnsmess, and Parsons’s daughter, a child of ele 
years of age, skpt in the meantime with Mias Fanny j i 
ccffloplaiaed om morning to the family of both having b 
greatly distarbed hy violent noises during the night. 15 
PasrsoEis, pspabeadisg to be at a loss to account for this, 


thought faorseff of a neighbouring indnstrious sboema 
whona they concluded to be lie cause of this disturba- 
Soon afler^’on a Sunday ^igbt,. Miss Fanny, getting od 
feed, called out to Mrs. parses, “ Pray does your shoeing 
; ►. upside so hard on Sr^ay nights, too ?’’ and, beh^ 
negative, she desired Mrs. Parsons to 
; and hear the noises, which still 
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Mr. Kentj on ‘his return, being obliged to arrest Parsons 
for cfi20 he had lent to him, and -which he showed no dis- 
position to repay, left his house at an hour’s -w^aming, and 
took another lodging in the same street ; upon which the 
noises ceased at Parsons’s house. Mr. Kent had not re- 
mained at his new lodging above a week before Miss 
Fanny was taken ill. A physician was sent for who had 
attended her before, and an apothecary was employed; in 
short, every precaution was taken that tenderness could 
suggest, as was - certified by a report drawn up, and signed 
by her medical attendants, men of considerable professional 
respectability. The disorder, however, turned out to be 
smallpox, and Miss Fanny died of it on ^e 2nd of February, 
1762. 

The funeral was as decent as Mr. Kent’s circumstances would 


admit ; the corpse was attended by him and a female rela- 
tion to the vault under St. John’s Church, Clerkenwell, where 
it was deposited ; there was no name upon the coflSn, but the 
registry of her burial was entered in the name of Kent. 

Parsons, who had been irritated by Mr. Kent’s conduct, 
contrived a most singular species of revenge ; he circulated 
a report that the spirit which had formerly disturbed the 
repose of his daughter and Miss Fanny was succeeded by 
the spirit of the latter herself, who harassed his house and 
family with her visits, which took place as soon as the child 
w'as put to bed. Upon certain dockings, flutterings, or 
scratchiags, which seemed to proceed from under the bed- 
stead, the child appeared to be thro-wn into violent fits and 
agitations. While in this state, the father or female attend- 
ant put questions to the ghost, and dictated how mapy 
knocks, should serve for a negative or an affirmative. In 
this manner long conversations were carried on in public, 


in the course of which she charged Mr. Kent with Imvijag 
poisoned her by putting arsenic in purl, and administedhg 
it to her in her illness. Numbers of persons of ranh eo# 

' vvm^e induced to pay their visits to Cock 
though the floor and waiuscottiug were ripped up, 
remained undetected. The ghost having engaged 
the -^1 wherever she might be carried, a 
for the child to the house of ^ 

Atdnchi f^Or of St^ John’s, UlerkejrwOHg^;^. 
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positiori assembled at Mr^ house on the Slat 

Jamiary, and about ten at night met in the chamber 
which the girl had, with proper caution, been put to bed 
several ladies. They sat rather more than an hour, ai 
hearing nothiBg, went down stairs, where they interroga 
the father of the girl, who denied, in the strongest temiSj a 
knowledge of fraud. 

As the spirit had before publicly promised, by an aiffipm 
tive knock,* that she would attend one of the gentlemen i] 
the vault under the church of St* John, Clerkenwell, wh 
the body was deposited, and give a token of her presei 
there by a knock upon her coffin, it was proposed to test i 
veracity of the spirit. 

While deliberating on this snggestion they were sn 
moned into the girTs' chamber by some ladies who w 
near her bed, mid who had heard knocks and scratch 
When the gentlemen entered, the girl declared that she f 
the spirit like a mouse upon her back} but being re<iu|ped 
hold her hands out of bed, from that time^ though the 8]^ 
was solemnly adjured to manifest its presence, no evid'ei 
of any preternatural power was exhibited. The sphdt v 
then serionely informed that the person to whom the prom 
was nmde of striking the coffin was about to visit the- van 
aaad that the performance of the promise was now claim< 
The eompanv, at one in the morning, went into the churi 
and the geofteman to whom the promise was made, with c 
companion entered the vault: the spirit was solemnly 3 
jailed to perform her promise; but silence alone ensm 
ifow Kent hhneelf went dowsu with several others. Kp 
their return they examkied- the>gfrl> but oould draw no go 
fesskm from her. Between two and three she desired to 
home with her fhbher, and was permitted to* do so. And t 
whole assembly came' to the sage conclusion, ** That thech 
had someai^ of maMng or counterfeiting particular 3Eiols< 
and tiiat there wsas no agency- of any higher cause*” 

It was then given out that tiie coffin m which the body 
the supposed ghosit had- been deposited, orj at beast, the bo< 


*'The tfop joke of aS^ a»d what pleased me the most, 
Some wise ones and T sat ujr with the ©hos% 

Witdi her nails and her kuuckles' she aasw^d $0 
For yes she knock’d once, and for im she febocfc’d^ll^^ 
< ®arriti^ 
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itself^ had been displaced or removed out of the vault. So 
on th« afternoon of the 25th of February, Mr. Kent, a clergy- 
man, the undertaker, the clerk, and sexton of the parish, and 
two or three gentlemen^ went into the vault, when the under- 
taker presently knew the coffin, which, to complete the evi- 
dence, was opened before Mr. Kent, and the body found in it. 

Other steps were then taken to find out where the fraud, 
if any, lay. The girl’s bed was tied up like a hammock, 
about a yard and a half from the ground y and her arms were 
extended, and fastened with fillets, for two nights suocea- 
sively, during which no noises were heard. The day after, 
being pressed to confess, and being told that if the knockings 
and sci-atchings were not heard any more, she,, her father 
and mother would he sent to Newgate, and half an hour 
being given her to consider, she desired she might be put to 
bed, and try whether the noises would come : she lay in bed 
that night much longer than usual, but no noises were heard. 
T^s was on. a Saturday. Being told that the approaching 
night only would he allowed for a trial, she concealed a 
board about four inches broad and six long under her stavs. 
This hoard was used tJo set the kettle upon. Having go«t 
into bed she told the gentlemen she would bring Fanny at 
six the next morning.. The' master of tha hous^ and a 
friend of his, being m&rmad the maida that the girl had 
taksen a board ■fe) bed wit& her, waited for the appointed 
houB, w-hemsheybe^m to knock and scratch upon tlhe^ boaiid, 
remarking, howevm^ what they themselves were" convinced 
of, “ that these noises were not like those which used to be 
made.” She was then told that she had taken a board to 
bed, and on her denying it, was searched and detected. It was 
thought, however, that the girl had been frightened into this 
deception by the threats that had been held out on the pre- 
ceding night. 


At length Mr. Kent resolved to vindicate his character m 
a legal way. On the lOth^ o£'«fuly the father and not^Ot of 
the child; Mary Fraz6ivwfeo;,2fe seems, acted ae 
p^ter between the ghost antS^oseswho examined ' 
Bev. Mr. Moore, minister of St. Sepulchre, and one 
y^iutable tradesman, were tried at GuiMhafl^ 

Mansfield Aud a special jury, and convicted pf i^feioljil^aev 
' against ^ 1%/a^ character of Mr. Eenfc'i 
domm '1^''^'.Ke^>;v^-had’.be^-^ 

th^ from 
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months, in the hope that the parties might in the meant 
compromise. Accordingly the clergyman and tradesr 
agreed to pay Mr. Kent about six hundred pounds to i 
chase their pardon, and were thereupon dismissed in Februi 
1763, by Mr. Justice Wilmo^ with a severe reprimand ai 
fine of six shillings and eightpence each. Parsons 
ordered to be set on the pillory three times in one moi 
once at the end of Cock Lane, and after that to be impriso 
two years, Elizabeth his wife one year, and Mary Frazer 
months, in Bridewell, and to be there kept to hard lab* 
Mr. Brown, of Amen Comer, for writing and publishing 
ters on the subject, was fined ^50. 

The father appearing to be out of his mind at the time 
was first to stand on the pillory, the execution of that ] 
of his sentence was deferred until 16 Feb. 1763, when, as ^ 
as on the succeeding days of his standing there, the popul 
considered him so much an object of compassion, that, inst 

pelting and otherwise using him ill> they made a hands( 
oollecti<m i(xr him. 

Boswell motions that Dr. Johnson expressed great inc 
nation at the imposture of the Cock Lane Ghost, and rela 
with tnuch satisfection how he had assisted in detecting 
^heat, and had published an account of it in the newspap 

Th^e is no doubt now that the deception was carried 
by memis of ventriloquism, a faculty at that period li 
Ipown and less understood. The young woman afterwa 
ji^oii^si^ as inuch« She lived till 1807. 
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:ITH eager search to dart the soul, 
Curiously vain, from pole to pole, 

And from the planets’ vrandering spheres 
To extort the number of our years, 

And whether all those years shall flow 
Serenely smooth, and free from woe. 

Or rude misfortune shall deform 
Our life with one continual storm ; 

Or if the scene shall motley be, 

Alternate joy and misery, lo 

Is a desire which, more or less, 

All men must feel, though few confess. 

Hence, every place and every age 
Affords subsistence 'to the sage 
Who, free from this world and its cares, 

HcJids an acquaintance vsdth the stars, 

Erom whom he gains intelligence 
Of things to come some ages hence, 

^ Tibe greater part of the first book of this P6^ was 
writto when the anthor was curate of Cadbnry, 
setefee^ and was then intended to be 
titfe of ^ -The Porteiie TeUer/' It was the 
all his ] 
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Which unto friends, at easy rates, 

He readily communicates. 20 

At its first rise, which all agree on. 

This noble science was Ohaldean ; 

That ancient people, as they fed 
Their fiocks upon the mountain's head. 

Gazed on the stars, observed their motions, 

And suck’d in astrologic notions. 

Which they so eagerly pursue. 

As folks are apt whatever is new, 

That things below at random rove. 

Whilst they’re consulting things above ; so 

And when they now so poor were grown. 

That they’d no houses of their own. 

They made bold with their friends the stars 
And prudently made use of theirs. 

To Egypt from Chaldee it travell’d, 

And fate at Memphis was unravell’d : 

The exotic science soon struck root, 

And flourished into high repute : 

Each learned priest, 0 strange to teE 1 
Could circles make, and east a spell ; .40 

Could read and write, and taught th^ naticei"' 
The holy art of divination. 

Nobles themselves, for at that time 
Knowledge in nobles was no crime. 

Could talk as learned as the priest. 

And prophesy as much at least : 

\ Hence ail the fl«*tiiBe-4eiiing 
Whose crafty skSIi i^tee’s 
. Who, in vile 
■ iBssn up and 
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From Bampfield Carew^ to Moll Squires, 

Are rightly term’d Egyptians all 
Whom we, mistaking, Gypsies calk 
The Grecian sages borrow’d this, 

As they did other sciences, 

From fertile Egypt, though the loan 
They had not honesty to own. 

Dodona’s oaks, inspired by Jo\’e, 

A learned and prophetic grove, eo 

Turn’d vegetable necromancers, 

And to all comers gave their answers. 

At Delphos, to Apollo dear, 

AJI men the voice of Fate might hear 5 
Each subtle priest on three-legg’d stool, 

To take in wise men, play’d the fool ; 

Bamfylde Moore Carew was the son of a clergyman at 
Bickley in Devonshire, and was educated at Tiverton school, 
with a view to his taking orders; but falling into the com- 
pany of some gypsies near that town, young Carew grew so 
fond of his associates, that, at the age of fifteen, he resolved 
to ** live a life of ease ” with them, and ran away firom school. 
After a short time spent with the fortune telling fraternity, 
he returned home, to the great joy of his parents, who had 
given up all expectation of ever seeing him again, liis love 
of roving, however, still remained, and after a time grew 
so strong that he quitted hie father’s habitation once more. 
His exiSoits in this course of life were wonderful, and the 
history of his shifts and impositions is still a part ef; oar 
popular library. Ho was twice transported from fo 

KTorth America ; but returned before the ship which earned 
him out. He was a man of retentive memory, and ^py 
address llie fraternity to which he belonged 
their and he remained faithful to Ae 

last. It IS supposed that he died about } 

^ Mary 'Squires, a gypsy, and one.^' ijjj^^ 
w^ a prmmpal agen# iHi. s^e 

account of Which. 
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A mystery, so made for gain, 

E'en now in fashion must remain. 
Enthusiasts never will let drop 
What brings such business to their sho i 7C 
And that great saint, we Whitefield call, 
Keeps up the humbug spiritual. 

Among the Romans, not a bird 
Without a prophecy, was heard ; 

Fortunes of empires often hung 
On the magician magpie's tongue. 

And every crow was to the state 
A sure interpreter of fate. 

Prophets, embodied in a college 

(Time but of haind your seat of knowledge, so 

For genius never fruit can bear 

Unless it first is planted there ; 

Q«ica:^e WMtefi^d, one of th« apostlee of methodism, 
was bom m Gloucester, in December, 1714, at the Bell Inn, 
whieh was then kept by his mother, whom for some time he 
assisted as a waiter. He was educated at the school of St* 
34aiy de Grypt, and adnutted a Servitor at Oxford, where 
he on wMch Ms future eminence was 

Stench by the young man’s piety and austerity of 
maaneTy Bentson^ Bishop of ^oucester, made him a volun- 
tary 0 ^ of ^dinataon, accepted, and in 

Junta, 17S-b, beg^ preafeteg in the streets, in the 

fields, and in an^; his laboncs proved eminently sue • 

cefis^A . V <;jt V 

^ of worship, one in 

‘ ^ ■ ni he was 

and eupfflrhastendent 
Hit, 
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And solid learning never falls 
Without the verge of college walls) 
Infallible accounts would keep 
When it was best to watch or sleep, 

To eat or drink, to go or stay, 

And when to fight or run away ; 

When matters were for actions ripe. 

By looking at a double tripe ; 

When emperors would live or die 
They in an ass’s skull could spy ; 

When generals would their station keep, 
Or turn their backs, in hearts of sheep, 
In matters, whether small or great, 

In private families or state 
As amongst us, the holy seer 
Officiously would interfere ; 

With pious arts and reverend skill 
Would bend lay bigots to his will; 
Would help or injure foes or friends, 
Just as it served his private ends. 
Whether, in honest way of trade, 

Traps for virginity were laid. 

Or if, to make their party great. 

Designs were form’d against the state, 
Eegardless of the common weal, 

By interest led, which they call zeal, 
Into the scale was always thro'^n 
The .will of Heaven to back their, own* 


England, a happy land we know, 
Where follies naturally grow, 
Whw Without culture they aris^ 
AiUd tower above the 



90 
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As nxunerous bs the stars, could boast ; 
Matrons, who toss the cup, and see 
The grounds of fate in grounds of tea ; 

Who, versed in every modest lore, 

Can a lost maidenhead restore, 

Or, if their pupils rather choose it, 

Can shew the readiest way to lose it. 

Gypsies, who every ill can cure 
Except the ill of being poor, 

Who charms Against love and agues sell 
Who can in hen-roost set a spell, 

Prepared bj arts, to them best known 
To cateh aS, except their own. 

Who as to fortune, can unlock it 
As eas% m faek a |)oeket ; iso 

Scotchmen, who, in their country’s right. 
Possess the gift ol seoond sight, 

Who, when their ben^ heaths they quit, 
(Sn^ azgmnent of indent wit 
Whh^ to maintain, 

l&efy neves venture hs^ again) 


% Ses he^ up riches, 

ei breeches* 


appears. 


’ for^e, 
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Of Scottish race, in Highlands born, 

Possess’d with native pride and scorn. 

He hither came, by custom led, 

To curse the hands that gave him bread. i6o 
With want of truth, and want of sense, 

Amply made up by impudence, 

(A succedaneum, which we find 
In common use with all mankind) 

Caress’d and favour’d too by those 
Whose heart with patriot feelings glows, 

Who foolishly, where’er dispersed, 

Still place their native country first ; 

(For Englishmen alone have sense 
To give a stranger preference, leo 

Whilst modest merit of their own 
Is left in poverty to groan) 

Campbell foretold just what he would, 

And left the stars to make it good, 

On whom he had impress’d such awe, 

His dictates current pass’d for law ; 

Submissive, all his empire own’d ; 

No star durst smile, when Campbell frown’d. 

This sage deceased, for all must die, 

And Campbell’s no more safe than I, 170 

No more than I can guard the heart, 

When Death shall hurl the fatal dart, 
Succeeded, ripe in art and years, 

Another favourite of the spheres ; 

Another and another came, ■ : ^ 4 ! 


Of equal.sMll, and equal fame j 
As white each wand, as black ea< 
A^s long ^oh beard,!^ 

In every thing so J"" 
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Campbell himself was sitting there ; I8i 

To all the happy art was known, 

To tell our fortunes, 'Mke their own. 

Seated in garret, — for you know 
The nearer to the stars we go 
The greater we esteem his art, — 

Fools curious flockM from every part : 

The rich, the poor, the maid, the married ; 

And those who could not walk were carried. 

The butler, hanging down his head, 

By chambermaid, or cookmaid led, 190 

Inquires, if from his friend the moon 
He has adyice of pilfer’d spoon ? 

The court-bred woman of condition, 

,(Who to approve her disposition 
As much superior, as her birth 
To those composed of common e^rth, 

With double spirit must engage 
In every folly of the age) 

The honourable arts would buy. 

To pack the cards, and cog a die. soo 

The hero (who for brawn and face 
May <&ito right honourable place 
Amongst the chiefs of Butcher-row j 
Who might some thirty years ago, 

If we may; he allow’d to guess 


3^ J|j^ .Appeared in the Srd ed. of this 


file paren- 

The Em $ i (ioinea, ic, 

- thttber-buiit. 
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At his employment by his dress, 

Put medicines off from cart or stage, 

The grand Toscano of the age ; 

Or might about the country go 

steward of a puppet-show, 210 

Steward and stewardship most meet, 

For all know puppets never eat; 

Who would be thought (though, save the mark, 
That point is something in the dark) 

The man of honour, one like those 
Renowned in story, who loved blows 
Better than victuals, and would fight. 

Merely for sport, from morn to night ; 

Who treads like Mavors firm ; whose tongue 
Is with the triple thunder hung ; 220 

Who cries to Fear — stand off — aloof — 

And talks as he were cannon proof. 

Would be deem’d ready, when you list, 

With sword and pistol, stick and fist, 

Careless of points, balls, bruises, knocks, 

At once to fence, fire, cudgel, box, 

But at the same time bears about 
Within himself, some touch of doubt, 

Of prudent doubt, which hints — that fame 
Is nothing but an empty name ; 230 

That life is rightly understood 
By all to be a real good ; 

That, even in a hero’s heart 

Discretion is the better part; - " 

Ttat this same honour may be won, .. - , 

Ahd yet no kind of danger mn,) -: ^ 

like.Drtigger domes, that, — 


^ Abel l>riiggi^* .ia 
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May ascertain his lucky hours ; 

For at some hours the fickle dame, 

Whom Fortune properly we name, 24 

Who ne^er considers wrong or right, 

When wanted moat plays least in sight, 

And, like a modem court-bred jilt, 

Leaves her chief favourites in a tilt : 

Some hours there are, when from the heart 
Courage into some other part, 

No matter wherefore, mokes retreat, 

And fear usurj^ the vacant seat, 

Whence, planet-struck, we often find 
Stuarts and Saokvilles of mankind. 21 

Farther, he’d know (and by his aart 
A conjurer can that impart) 

Whether politer it is reckon’d 

Lord George SacfevilU, commander of tlse Brttisir ar 
of several brigades of German cavalry, by aot advaodi 
with them at the battle of Minden, pursuant to the orders 
the oommander- in-chief, Prince Ferdinand of Bninswlo: 
rendered the success of the day infinitely 1^ brilHanlr m 
oomplete than it would otherwise have been. A. few da; 
after the battle, his lordship resigned his command, mi r 
turned to London. On his arrival there he was deprived 
all his military appointments, hi whlctr he war sucoeedi 
by the Marquess of Granby. 

Under these olrcumsianoee, he applied foracofu^ti^miwdi 
which, being granted, came to the oonolusioa ** that Lo 
George Saokvfile is guilty of having dieobeyed the ordew 
Ptlnoe Ferdinand of ■Brunswick, whom heira»i bjf hfeijeoi 
nilwion and iatfcrBK!rtdo3^ dhseoted. to 'aa 
chief according to the rule* of war; aud it la the 
, opinion of the oourt^g^^eM y 

the oodte^icased 
. iSi» name of Lord 9iscM99le 
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To have or not to have a second ; 

To dtag the friends in, or, alone. 

To make the danger ail their own ; 

Whether repletion is not had. 

And fighters with frdl stomachs mad ; 
Whether, before he seeks the plain, 

It were not well to breathe a vein ; 260 

Whether a gentle salivation. 

Consistently with reputation. 

Might not of precious use be found. 

Not to prevent indeed a wound, 

But to prevent the consequence 
Which oftentimes arises thence. 

Those fevers which the patient urge on 

Much, surprise was excited wheu Lord Sackville was ad- 
mitted to the honour of kissing George the Third^s hand 
immediately on his accession, and while his predecessor la 7 
dead in his palace. In 176^ he was restored to his r^k of 
Privy Counsellor and appointed one of the Yice Treasurers 
of Ireland. In 1775, during Lord North’s administration, 
be was appointed, by the name of the Right Honourable Lord 
George Sackville Germain, to he- one of bis majesty’s prin- 
cipal Secreteries of State,, and took the American, cbepart- 
ment, in which situation he displayed considerable ability 
as a statesman, and was the ablest supporter in parliament 
of the measures of administration. 

In 1782 h.a. was created a peer by the title (rf Barc8n.Bele^ 
brooke, yisQcmnt, Sackville,. On the report of tdie iiftem^ 
creation, a motion was made in the House of Lorcfe by 
Marquis of Cannartheuy '‘ that st is derogatory to the 
of this house, that any peteon labouring under. tM 
of a court-martial, whose sentence the crown had been plsjaied 
to confirm, should be recommended to his 
raised to the dignity of thei' peeragse.”' |be 

question of wasj pub aajd 

of 75 Lord.S^ckyille 

of the many q^rso^ whoih:,th^ let* 

has .been '‘t 
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To gates of death, by help of surgeon ; 
Whether a wind at east or west 
Is for green wounds accounted best ; 27 ( 

Whether (was he to choose) his mouth 
Should point towards the north or south ; 
Whether more safely he might use, 

On these occasions, pumps or shoes ; 

Whether it better is to fight 
By sunshine or by candlelight ; 

'Or (lest a candle should appear 
Too mean to shine in such a sphere ; 

For who could of a candle tell 
To light a hero into hell ? 

And lest the sun should partial rise 
To dazzle one or Mother’s eyes, 

Or one* or toother’s brains to scorch) 

Might not Dame Luna hold a torch ? 

These points with dignity discussed, 

And gravely fix’d, a task which must 
Require no little time and pains. 

To make o^lr hearts friends with our brains, 
The man of war would next engage , 

The kind a^sist^oe of fb® 

Sonae previous TOtbod to 

Which should make these of none effect* 


GouM be not,- feoni th^ mystic school 
Of art, ppoduee. sbme rule, 

'Whether : 
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To Honour, whose nice nature’s such 
She scarce endures the slightest touch) 

When he for want of t’other rule 
Mistakes his man, and like a fool, 

With some vain fighting blade gets in. 

He fairly may get out again ? 

Or should some demon lay a scheme 
To drive him to the last extreme, 

So that he must confess his fears, 

In mercy to his nose and ears, sio 

And, like a prudent recreant ^ight, 

Rather do any thing than fight, 

Could he not some expedient buy 
To keep his shame from public eye ? 

For well he held, and, men review, 

Nine in ten hold the maxim too. 

That honour’s like a maidenhead, 

Which, if in private brought to bed. 

Is none the worse, but walks the town, 

Ne’er lost, until the lo^ be known. 320 

The parson, too, (for now and then 
Parsons are just like oth^ men, 

And here and there a grave divine 
Has passions such as youis and mine) 
Burning with holy lust to know 
When fate preferment will bestow, 

’Fraid of detection, not of sin, 

With drcajmspeetion i^eaking in ■ > 


To conjure^, m he does to • .r: ‘ 

Thror^ some hye alley, or back^^oo^ .: ; w 
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Who knows no deity but gold, 

Worn out, and gasping now for breath, 

A medicine wants to keep off death ; 

Would know, if that he cannot have» 

What coins are current in the grave ; 

If, when the stocks (which, by his power, 
Would rise or fall in half an hour, 84 

For, though unthought of and unseen, 

He work’d the springs behind the screen) 

By his directions came about, 


And rose to par, he should sell out, 

Whether he safely might, or no. 

Replace it in the funds below. 

By all address’d, believed, and paid, 

Many pursued the thriving trade, 

And, great, in reputation grown, 

Successive, held the magic throne, m 

Favour’d by every darling passion, 

The love of novelty and fashion. 

Ambition, avarice, lust, and pride, 

Riches pour’d in on every side. 

But when the prudent laws thought fit 
To curb this insol^ce of wit ; " 

When Senates wisely had provided. 

Decreed, enacted, and decided 


That no suoh vile and upstart elves 

Bhouid have more knowle^%e than th^insdyesj 

\fhen fines and p^^oM^es weare^^^M m 

To stop the ^ 



^ It was by. 
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And stars no longer could dispense, 

With honour, farther influence ; 

And wizards (which must be confessed 
Was of naore force than all the rest) 

No certain way to tell had got 
Which were informers and which not ; 
Affrighted sages were, perforce, 

Obliged to steer some other course : 870 

By various ways, these sons of Chance 
Their fortunes labour’d to advance. 

Well knowing, by unerring rules. 

Knaves starve not in the land of fools. 

Some, with high titles and degrees, 

Which wise men borrow when they please, 
Without or trouble or expense. 

Physicians instantly commence. 

And proudly boast an equal skill 

With those who claim the ri^ht to kill. sso 

Others about the’ country roam 
(For not one thought of going home) 

With pistol and adopted leg, 

Prepare at once to rob or beg. 

Some, tfie more subtle of their race. 

Who felt some touch of coward 
Who Tyburn to avoid had wit, i ^ 

But never fear’d deserving it, : - 

Came to their brother Smollett^said,: . ^ .^;f ' , 
And carried on the critic trade. ' . . . 
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In Ledger or in Gazetteer, 

Spreading the falsehoods of the day, 

By turns, for Faden and for Say ,* 

Like Swiss, their force is always laid 

On that side where they best are paid : 40< 

Hence mighty prodigies arise, 

And daily monsters strike our eyes ; 

Wonders, to propagate the trade, 

More strange than ever Baker made 
Are hawk’d about from street to street. 

And fools believe, whilst liars eat. 

Now armies in the air engage. 

To fright a superstitious age ; 

Now comets through the ether range, 

In governments portending change ; m 

Now rivers to tl\e ocean fly 

So quick, they leave their channels dry ; 

Now monstrous whales on Lambeth shore 
Drink the Thames dry, and thirst for more ; 
And every now and then appears 
An Irish savage, numbering years 
More than those happy sages ofuld 
Who drew theit hreath before ^ flood ; 

Now, to the wonder of all people, 

A ehurch is lefl; withKmt a steeple j 4a 

A steeple now is left in Inr^, 

And r 


The 1^9. meKttioRed in the pre 
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Which, borne on wings of mighty wind, 
Removed a furlong off we find ; 

Now, wrath on cattle to discharge, 
Hailstones as deadly fall, and large. 

As those which were on Egypt sent. 

At once their crime and punishment. 

Or those which, as the prophet writes, 

Fell on the necks of Amorites, 430 

When, struck with wonder and amaze, 

The sun suspended, stay’d to gaze, 

And, from her duty longer kept, * 

In Ajalon his sister slept. 

But if such things no more engage 
The taste of a politer age. 

To help them out in time of need 
Another Tofts must rabbits breed : 


Mary Tofts, who became famous as the rabbit woman of 
Godaiming, in 1727. The account this woman gave of herself 
was briefly this She had been weeding in a field, and seeing 
a rabbit spring up near her, tried to catch it, with another 
woman. Her companion charged her with longing for the 
rabbit, but she denied it. Soon after another rabbit sprang 
up, which she also endeavoured to catch. The same night 
she dreamt she had the two rabbits in her lap, and awakened 
with a sick fit which lasted till morning. For three months 
sbe had a constant and strong desire to eat rabbits j but 
being in indigent circumstanoes she conld not pHctne an^ : 
at IfSt she was marvellonriy brought to bed of them. This 
etory escoited a lively controversy in the medical woritj |)Sir^ 
ricuiarly between Hr. Houglas and Sir Richard Matijhig" 
ham, fcnt. F.R.S. the latter of whom, in 
^ an esaot ^ary of what was observed dnring'adloSBa^^'^ 
ance upon Mary Toft riie pretended ^ 

^Sw5Tey> froto Monday, IfFpv; 
with 


ilsrte^tiartlonv 


t.him- 
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Each pregnant female trembling hears, 
And, overcome with spleen and fears, 
Consults her faithful glass no more 
But madly bounding o’er the floor, 
Feels hairs o’er all her body grow, 

By fancy turn’d into a doe. 

Now, to promote their private ends. 
Nature her usual course suspends. 

And varies from the stated plan 
Observed e’er since the world began. 
Bodies, (which foolishly we thought. 

By oustom,’s servile maxims taught, 
Needed a regular supply, 

And without nourishment must die) 
With craving af^tites, and sense ' 

Of hmsger easity dispense, 

And, pliant to their wondrous skill, 

Ar^ l^iught, like watches, to stand stiH, 
IJhinjure^ for S’ month or more, 
lien go on as they did before. 

’11^ succeeds, 

Aniify s^plies its author’s needs, 
Osat hm g is at least, 








braoardiiiaiy affa^ attracted the 
S3i^of- the, jral^c. A girl of 
who . had 
in a 

itpOB 
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With Gascoyne’s help, a six months’ feast. 

Whilst, in contempt of all onr pains, 

The tyrant Superstition reigns 
Imperious in the heart of man. 

And warps his thoughts from Nature’s plan ; 
Whilst fond Credulity, who ne’er 

her some fine clothes ; but considering this as an invitation to 
become a prostitute, she utterly refused, whereupon the old 
woman almost stripped her and pushed her into a back room 
like a hayloft, without any furniture in it, and there locked 
her up, threatening to cut her throat if she made any disturbr 
ance. On looking about her in the morning she discovered a 
large jug filled with water, and several pieces of breadamount- 
ing to about a quartern loaf, and some bay scattered on the 
fioor. In this room she said she remained for more than '27 ' 
days without any other sustenance than the bread and water 
mentioned and a minced pie she had in her pocket. She 
said also she left some of these provisions behind her when 
she made her escape by breaking out of the house, and that 
during her confinement not a creature had come near her to 
see or speak to her. Upon her return an investigation was 
set on foot, and she having fixed upon a house at Enfield 
Wash, on the Hertford road, as the place where she had been 
confined, one Mrs. Wills, who kept it, together with Mary 
Squires, the gypsy, and Virtue Hall, a young woman who 
lived with Wills, were taken up and committed. Upon the 
examination the young woman fully confirmed the statement 
of Canning. After a rail and long trial, Wills and Squires 
were found guilty, and the latter sentenced to sufibr death. 
Sir Crisp Gascons the Lord Mayor being dissatisfied with 
the evidence, took great pains to unravel what he suspected 
was a com^lraoy, and succeeded to his utmost wish. An 
edibi was cl^y made out, and & pardon granted to 
Maiy Squiree. An indictment for perjury was prefisn^ 
against Kldzabeth Canning, who was convicted on the c>leiCrest 
evide^e of wUfM and corrupt perjury, and thereuf^. 

: . tenced to Ito transported for eeven years. 

:< T^pxd^were infiamed to an 

' ' land'Mustiec on the oeoasdon. Betty 

. ■'anl a maa%r. in ''cele- 
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The weight of wholesome douhts could bear, 
To reason and herself unjust, 

Takes all things blindly upon trust ; 

Whilst Curiosity, whose rage 
No mercy shews to sex or age, 

Must be indulged at the expense 
Of judgment, truth, and common sense ; 
Impostures cannot but prevail, 

And when old miracles grow stale, 

Jugglers will still the art pursue, 

And entertain the world with new. 

For them, obedient to their will, 

And trembling at their mighty skill, 

Sad spirits, summon’d 1h*om the tomb, 

GHde glaring, ghastly through the gloom 
In an the usual pomp of storms, 

In horrid, customary forms, 

A wolf, a bear, a horse, an ape, 

As lear and fancy give them shape ; 
Tormented with despair and pain. 

They rom^, they yelj, and clank the chain. 
Folly and OuSt (for Guilt, howe’er 
The face of Com^e it may wear, ^ 

Is^ still a cowArd at the heart) • 

At fear4<meated:f hamtom start. 

The im^ies 
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Observe decorum’s needful grace, 

And keep the laws of time and place ; 

Must change, with happy variation, 

His manners with his situation ; 

What in the country might pass down, 

Would be impertinent in town. 

No spirit of discretion here 

Can think of breeding awe and fear, 

’Twill serve the purpose more by half 
To make the congregation laugh. sio 

We want no ensigns of surprise, 

Looks stiff with gore, and saucer eyes ; 

Give us an entertaining sprite. 

Gentle, familiar, and polite, 

One who appears in such a form 
As might an holy hermit warm, 

Or who on former schemes refines, 

And only talks by sounds and signs, 

Who wfil not to the eye appear, 

But pays her visits to the ear, '* sao 

And knocks so gbntly, ’twould not fright 
A lady in the darkest night. 

Suefi is our Fanny, whose good will, 

Which cannot in the grave lie s®? . , 

Brings her on earth to entertain • ' 

Her friends and loTeraifc Cock Lane, ' 
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SACKED, standard rule we find, 
By poets held time out of mind — 
To offer at Apollo’s shrine, 

And call on one, or all the Nine. 
This custom, through a bigot zeal 
Which modems of fine taste must feel 
For those who wrote in days of yore, 

Adopted stands like many more j ^ 

Though every cause which then conspired 
To make it practised and admired, 

Yielding to Tiine’s dest^ 

For ages past toth lost its force. 

With ancient b^ds, an invocation 
Was a true act of.adoration. 

Off worship <^^ri^part, 

And no^ a 
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As we dress out our flimsy rhimes ; 

^Twas the religion of the times ; 

And they believed that holy stream 
With greater force made fancy teem, 

Reckon’d by all a true specific 
To make the barren brain prolific: 

Thus Romish church, (a scheme which bears 
Not half so much excuse as theirs) so 

Since Faith implicitly hath taught her. 

Reveres the force of holy water. 

The Pagan system, whether true 
Or false, its strength, like buildings, drew 
From many parts disposed to bear, 

In one great whole, their proper share. 

Each god of eminent degree 

To some vast beam compared might be ; 

Each godling was a peg, or rather v 
A cramp, to keep the beams together : « 

And man as safely might pretend 
From Jove the thunderbolt to reudy 


As with an impious pride aspire 
To rob Apollo of his lyre. 

With settled faith and pious awe, 


Established by the voice of Law, . : 

Then poets to the Muses came. 

And from their altars ca«ght Cbefla^e-' ■ 
Genius, with Phoebus for his . 

TJde Muse a^cen^ng- by 
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By which, above her common course, 
Nature, in ecstasy upborne, 

LookM down on earthly things with scorn ; 
Who have no more regard, ^tis known, 

For their religion than our own. 

And feel not half so fierce a flame 
At Clio’s as at Fisher’s name ; 

Who know these boasted sacred streams 
Were mere romantic idle dreams, 

That Thames has waters clear as those 
Which on the top of Pindus rose, 

And that the fancy to refine. 

Water’s not half so good as wine* 

Who know, if profit strikes our eye, 

Should we drink Helicon quite dry, 

The whole fountain would not thither lead 
So soon as one poor jug from Tweed; 

Who, if to raise poetic fire 
The power of Beauty we require, 

In any public place can view 
More than the Gremns ever knew ; 

If wit into tjhe sc^e is thrown^ 

Can boEfflt a^ LemiCx of onr own ; 

Why should wo servile customs choose, 


jbettw knoTO by tbe name of K 
■; • ■ . noveh, was tliO gjKitSfca] 


tbe 
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And court an antiquated Muse? so 

No matter why — to ask a reason 
In pedant bigotry is treason. 

In the broad, beaten turnpike-road 
Of hacknied panegyric ode, 

No modem poet dares to ride 
Without Apollo by his side, 

Nor in a sonnet take the air, 

Unless his lady Muse be there ; 

She, from some amaranthine grove, 

Where little Loves and Graces rove, 90 
The laurel to my Lord must bear. 

Or garlands make for whores to wear ; 

She, with soft elegiac verse, 

Must grace some mighty villain^s hearse, 

Or for some infant, doom’d by fate 
To wallow in a large estate, 

With rhymes the cradle must adorn, 

To tell the world a fool is bom. 

Since, then, our critic Lor# expect 
No hardy poet should reject 100 

Establish’d maxims, <» presume 
To place much better in their ?oo% 

By nature -foarftiLl submit 
And in this dear'fe of mA wit. 
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Who, gazing round, can nowhere spy 
Or house or friendly cottage nigh, 

And resolution seems to lack 
To venture forward or go back) 

Invoke some goddess to descend, 

And help me to my journey’s end; 
Though conscious Arrow all the while 
H^ars the petition with a smile, 

Before the glass her charms unfolds, 

And in herself my Muse beholds. 

Truth, goddess of celestial birth, 

Bat little loved or known on earth; 
Who^ pow^ but seldom rules the heart ; 

wi& hypocritic art, 

All arrant st«dking-horse is made, 

A pr^«oe to drive a trade, 

Ag ins^nment, convenient grown 

plant, more firmly, Falsehood’s throne, 
Mb varnish o’er their cause 
Wkh specious oolouring of laws, 

Api nione traifeons draw the knife 


^rn fey svmy) 
jphea^d’a- wide. 
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In George’s and in Charlotte’s breast ; 

If, in the giddy hours of youth, 

My constant soul adhered to truth ; 

If, from the time I first wrote Man, 

I still pursued thy sacred plan, iw 

Tempted by Interest in vain 

To wear mean Falsehood’s golden chain ; 

If, for a season drawn away. 

Starting from virtue’s path astray, 

AH low disguise I scorn’d to try. 

And dared to sin, but not to lie ; 

Hither, 0 hither I condescend. 

Eternal Truth ! thy steps to bend, 

And favour him, who, every hour. 

Confesses and obeys thy power. leo 

But come not with that easj?' mien 
By which you won the lively Dean, 

Nor yet assume that strumpet air 
Which Eablais taught thee firs^i to wear, 

Nor yet that arch, ambiguous i 
Which with Oetvantes gave thee grace ; 

But come in sacred vesture clad, ^ 


Solemnly dull, and truly sad ! 

Far from thy seenHy matron^traiu 
Be idiot Mirth, and 'ta^htfr yam I : ' ; 
For Wit and wK&;preteiQd * <- 

Ajt once to 







'Hr:"! 
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Not quite awake nor quite asleep, 

With thee let formal Dulness come, 

And deep Attention, ever dumb ; 

Who on her lips her fingers lays. 

Whilst every circumstance she weighs, 
Whose downcast eye is often found 
Bent without motion to the ground. 

Or, to some outward thing confined. 
Remits no image to the mind. 

No pregnant mark of meaning bears. 

But, stupid, without vision stares : 

Thy steps let Gravity attend, 

Wisdom’s and Truth’s unerring friend ; 
For one may see with half an eye, 

That gravity can never lie, 

And his arch’d brow, pull’d o’er his eyes. 
With solemn proof proclaim^ him wise. 

Free from all waggeries and sports, 
The produce of luxurious courts. 

Where sloth and lust enervate youth. 
Come thou, a downi^ht City Truth : 

The City, wl^h w® ev6r find 
A sober pattern for mankind^ 
mmy m h 

Is sddom! old, and never 
And fromi tha w to the grave, ' 


Not Yirtue^'fri^ nos; Ykefe 
As dane^ l^^wire we ■ 
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Such, as may suit a parson’s wear, 

And fit the headpiece of a mayor. 

By truth inspired, our Bacon’s force 
Open’d the way to learning’s source ; 
Boyle through the works of nature* ran, 
And Newton, something ndore than m^, 
Dived into nature’s hidden springs, 

Laid bare the principles of things. 

Above the earth our spirits bore, 

And gave us worlds unknown before. 

By Truth inspired, when Lauder’s spite 
O’er Milton cast the veil of night, 
Douglas arose, and through the maze 
Of intricate and -winding ways 
Came where the subtle traitor lay. 

And dragg’d him, trembling, to the day j 
Whilst he, (0 shame to noblest parts t 
Dishonour to the liberal arts,' 


Ml William Lauder was l)y birth a 
itin at the University of ^dinbwshj 
tbliihed JPoctoruui Scoiorwn Mvsm S<xcr<te, 
oaine to London, where, in 1747, bo 
tack on Milton in a book entitled 

,e and imitati<m of the Moderns in Be a 

lotatjous, cuufiistipg Of 
d and obscuw jcut^ 
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To traffic in so vile a scheme I) 

Whilst he, our letter’d Polypheme, ssc 

Who had confederate forces join’d, 

Like a base coward skulk’d behind. 

By Truth inspired, our critics go 
To track Fingal in Highland snow, 

To form their own and other’s creed 
From manuscripts they cannot read. 

By Truth inspired, we numbers see 
Of each profession and degree. 

Gentle and simple, lord and oit, 

Wit without we^th, wealth without wit, 240 
When Punch and Sheridan have done, 

To Fanny^s ghostty lectures run. 

By IVuth and Fanny now insj^^) 

I feel my glowing bosom fired ; 

Hesire beats high in every vein 
To sing the spirit of Cock Lane ; 

To tell (just as the measure flows 
In halting rhyme, half verse, half prose) 
With more than mortal arts end^^, 

; How Ae wited force wiiistood, 2so 

And proudly .g^e a brave defiance 
To Wit and Bulness in alliafflcew 


This aj^jarition (wh 3 i rektlosn ? r/ 
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Have walk’d in, full five thousand years, 

And, for restraint too mighty grown. 

Strikes out a method of her own. 

Others may meanly start away. 

Awed by the herald of the day ; 

With faculties too weak to hear 
The freshness of the morning air, 

May vanish with the melting gloom, 

And glide in silence to the tomb : im 

She dares the sun’s most piercing light, 


And knocks by day as well as night. ^ 
Others, with mean and partial view. 

Their visihs pay to one or two ; 

She, great in reputation grown. 

Keeps the best company in Town. 

Our active, enterprising Ghost 
As large and nplendid routs can 
As those, whic^ raked by 
Block up the passage 

Great adepts in the Ightmg ^ 

Who served their timse on the panaidd 5 . 


She-saints, who, true to pleas^rek plan,:; ; > j 
Talk about God, and k&t fe* nkai ; rr 
Wits who beH<^evBor: ^ 
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The canting tabernacle brother, 

(For one rogue still suspects another) 
Ladies, who to a spirit fly, 

Rather than with their husbands lie ; 

Lords, who as chastely pass their lives 
With other women as their wives ; 

Proud of their intellects and clothes. 
Physicians, lawyers, parsons, beaus. 

And, truant from their desks and shops. 
Spruce Temple clerks and ’prentice fops, 
To*Fanny come, with the same view, 

To find her false, or find her true. 

Hark! something creeps about the house ! 
Is it a spirit or a mouse ? 

Hark ! something scratches round the room I 
A cat, a rat, a stubb’d birch broom. 

H^k I on the wainscot now it knocks ! 

If thou’rt a Ghost,” cried Orthodox, 

With that affected, solemn air 
Which h3rpocrite8 delight to wear. 

And all those forms of consequence 
Which fools adopt instead of sense ; 

If thou’rt a Ghosts who from the; tornb 


Stalkfst sadly through this gloom. 
In broaoh of i^tee^s stated laws^ 

For goody or bady hf no cause, 
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the form, mistaken quite. 

nine ? — Your adepts* all agree 
virtue lies in three times three.’’ 

) said ; no need to say it twice, 
hrice she knock’d, ^d thrice, and thrice 
crowd, confounded and amazed, 

Lenoe at each other gazed t 
1 Celia’s hand the snuff-box fell, 

0I, who ogled with the belle, 
dck it up attempts in vain, 
jtoops, but cannot rise again, 
lane Pomposo was not heard 
caport one crabbed foreign word : 
r seizes heroes, fools and wits, 
i Plausible his prayers forgets. 

Lt length, as people just awake, 

:> wild dissonance they break ; 
talk’d at once, but not a word 
a understood, or plainly.h^a^ 
jh is the noise of 
w saffing on the 


*»'■ Hr, 
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Such the confused and horrid sounds 
Of Irish in potato founds. 

But tired, for even C ^s tongue 

Is not on iron hinges hung, 

Fear and Confusion sound retreat, 
Reason and Order take their seat. 

The fact confirm^ beyond all doubt, 
They now would find the causes out. 
For this a sacred rule we find 
Among the nicest of mankind ; 

Which never might exception brook 
From Hobbes e’en down to Bolingbroke, 
To doubt of facts, however true, 

Unless they know the causes too. 

Trifle, of whom ’twas hard to tell 
When he intended iH or well ; 

Who, to prevent all farther pother, 
Probably meant nor one nor t’other ; 
Who to be silent always loath, 

Would speak on either side, or both ; 
Who led away by love of fame, 

If any 




What^ittBiye^j^ allvays'said it^ - 
Not with an eye to truth, hut credit,— 

. For oi^rs prof^’d ’tis known. 

Talk but their own, — 

to jest, 
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With the same zeal as of a saint ; 

Could prove a Sibyl brighter far 
Than Venus or the Morning Star ; 

Whilst something still so gay, so new, 

The smile of approbation drew. 

And females eyed the charming man,_ 

Whilst their hearts flutter’d with their fan ; 
Trifle, who would by no means miss 
An opportunity like this, . 

Proceeding on his usual plan> 

Smiled, stroked his chin, and thus began : • 
« With sheers or soissars, sword or knife, 
When the Fates cut the thread of life, 

(For if we to the grave are sent, 

No matter with what instrument) 

The body in some lonely spot, 

On dunghill vile, is laid to rot, 

Or sleep among more holy dead 
With prayers irreverently read,! j- 
The soul is sent where Fate osdajjsfts 
To reap rewards, to suffer pains. 

“ The virtuous, to those mansionSi go, 
Where pleasures unembitter’d, flow, t 

' Where, l^ing up a jocund 
Vfeoup and Tj’puth dance 
■Whilst Zephyr, 
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Where other suns dart brighter beams, 

And light through purer aether streams. 

Far other seats, far different state, 

The sons of wickedness await, 

Justice, (not that old hag I mean 
Who’s nightly in the Garden seen. 

Who lets no spark of mercy rise. 

For crimes, by which men lose their eyes : 
Nor her, who with an equal hand 
Weighs tea and sugar in the Strand ; 

Nor her, who, by the world deem’d wise. 
Deaf to the widow’s piercing cries, 

Steel’d ’gainst the starving orphan’s tears, 
On pawns her base tribunal rears ; 

But her> who after death presides, 

Whom sacred truth ’unerring guides, 

Who, free from partial influence, 

Nor sinks nor raises evidence, 

Before whom nothing’s in the dark, 

Who takes no bribe, and keeps no clerk) 
Justice, with equal scale below, 

In due proportion weighs out woe, 

And always with auch lucky aiin 
Knows punishments so fit to' frmn^^ 

That she augments their grief an(i pain^ 
Leaving no re^n to compMn. 

" Old mai^ and rakes- are together. 


One of the greatest abuses tliat existed in Churehij 
time was the administeatioii of the police of LondOh, whi 
was intrusted to a set bf ToS^air,- ^norant men c^ed ta*adi 
' JiMees. These men,' assisted by clerks tak^ tfee., 
t^ efcatioiis, levied fines and annual tiibutas' <a4 tboao ' ■ 



THE GHOST. BOOK II. 73 


Coquettes and prudes, like April weather, 440 
Wit’s forced to chum with Common Sense, 

And Lust is yoked to Impotence. 

Professors (Justice so decreed) 

Unpaid, must constant lectures read ; 

On earth it often doth hefal, 

They’re paid, and never read at all ; 

Parsons must practise what they teach, 

And bishops are compell’d to preach. 

She, who on earth was nice and prim, 

Of delicacy full and whim ; 450 

Whose tender nature could not bear 
The rudeness of the churlish air, 

Is doom’d, to mortify her pride. 

The change of weather to abide, 

And sells, whilst tears with liquor mix, 

Burnt brandy on the shore of Styx. 

Avaro,— by long use grown bold 
In every ill which brings him gold, 

Wbo his Redeemer Would pull down. 


In the OonoUve (a poem written by Chrarohill^ to 
deemed too personal and vimlentfoir publication) Dr. Peiarc©^ 
the prelate here viUdod, was attacked under the nsto ^ 
Lon^us. The pdem opened with these lines 
“The Conclave was met, and Longinus the Pope, ^ 

Who leads a great number of fool^ in a rope, , . , , ^ . 
Who makes them get up, and who makes tbe^ ' . 

Who makes them say yea or nay, just as be : 

Who a critic profound does ^ mtios defy, . v 

And settles the difference -^twfest JSto and-P?^ 

. Wbo fbrgiveuess p£ frt pre^ea up 
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And sell his God for half-a-crown ; < 

Who, if some blockhead should be willing 
To lend him on his soul a shilling, 

A well-made bargain would esteem it, 

And have more sense than to redeem it, — 
Justice shall in those shades confine, 

To drudge for Plutus in the mine. 

All the day long to toil and roar. 

And, cursing, work the stubborn ore 
For cozeombs here who have no brains, 
Without a sixpence for his pains : 4 

Thence, with eaeh due return of night 
Oompell’d, the tall, thin, half-starved sprite 
Shall earth re-visit^ and survey 
The place wh^e once his treasure lay, 

Shall view the stall where holy Pride, 

With letter’d Ignorance allied. 

Once hail’d him mighty and adored, 
Kescended to another lord : 

Then shall he, screaming, pierce the air? 

Hang his lank jaws and scowl despair ; a 
Then shall he ban at Heaven’s deerees, 

And, howHngi sink to hell for ease; 

Those, who on earth tlnr^h' lifo h^te 
Wilh equal pace #om hrst to^^l^ 

Hor vex’d with pas^om nor with'i^leen-, 
Insipid, easy, 

Whose heads". ■ 
The weigh1> <jf bMteSs or of 'care : 



the ghost, book II. 

Still to pursue their darling plan, 

And find amusement how they can. 

“ The heau, in gaudiest plumage drest 
With lucky fancy, o’er the rest. 

Of air a curious mantle throws. 

And chats among his brother beaus; 

Or, if the ■weather’s fine and clear, 

No sign of rain or tempest near, 
Incouraged by the cloudless day, 

Like gilded butterflies at play. 

So lively all, so gay, so brisk. 

In air they flutter, float and frisk. 

“ The belle, (what mortal doth not know 
BeUes after death admire a beau?)- ; . 

With happy grace renews her ^ 

To trap the ooxeosnb’s ■wandering^ heart j 
And, after dealih as whilst ftey live, • 
A heart is all whieh beaus dWI.jlPS'n; 

“ In some still, sotemo, shades 

Behold a group of AhttoB laid,. < ■; 

Newspaper wits, aiwi sonneteers. 

Gentlemen bards, and rhyming peers 
Bi^aphers, vfhose wondrous wor^r -< 
la scanee / , ' ■ 
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With other lords who cannot read, — 
However destitute of wit, 

To make their works for bookcase fit) 
Acknowledged master of those seats, 

Cibber his Birth-day Odes repeats. fi 

With triumph now possess that seat, 

With triumph now thy Odes repeat ; 
Unrivall’d vigils proudly keep, 

Whilst every hearer’s lull’d to sleep ; 

But know, illustrious Bard ! when Fate, 
Which stni pursues thy name with hate,* 

The regal laurel blasts, which now 
Blooms on the placid Whitehead’s brow, “ 

Low must descend thy pride and fame. 

And Cibber’s be the second name.” «« 

Here Trifle cough’d, (for coughing still 
Bears witness to the speaker’s' skill, 

‘ A necessary piece of art. 

Of rhetoric an essential part ; 

And adepts in the speaking trade 
Keep a cough by them ready made. 

Which they successfolly dispense 
Wh6n at a loss for wovds or sense) 
lE&re Trifle cough’d, here paused-^ut whiles 
He strove to recollect his smile, a 

^ Colley fi^ her# 

head’s predecewor chair. Hjs plays ft 

many seasons ranked- high . in the acting list, tod h; 
^ Apology for his ohe of th^ost anniBW% SpeciraOi 

of totobiog«q>by in hot ahd comp'rises the 

,h«rtory of the Engli^ sta^ the Icng pepp^. he'Wf 

; ibceio^ed with it. Some natnrai delects prevented his .ev< 
high excellence as an actor. He died' ii$ 
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That happy engine of his art, 

Which triumphed o’er the female heart, 
Credulity, the child of Folly, 

Begot on cloister’d Melancholy, 

Who heard, with grief, the florid fool 
Turn sacred things to ridicule, 

And saw him, led by whim away, 

Still farther from the subject stray, 

Just in the happy nick, edoud, 

In shape of Moore, address’d the crowd ; 

Were we with patience here to sit, 
Dupes to the impertinence of wit, 

Till Trifle his harangue should end, 

A Greenland night we might attend, 
WTiilst he, with fluency of speech, 

Would various mighty nothings teach f 
Here Trifle, sternly looking down, 
Gravely endeavour’d at a fppwn.; 

But Nature unawal’cs stepthn, ^ 

And, mocking, turu'4 to 
And whon, in Fancy’s ehariot hurTd, , 
We had been carried round the wor34>: 
Involved in error still and doubt, ’ 

He’d leave us where we fiijst set ont,^ 
Thus soldiers {in whose exea^e ^ > . 
Matmal use with grandeur vies) 
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To us unknown, this Spirit sends ? 

Though speechless lay the trembling tongue 
Your faith was on your features hung ; 

Your faith I in your eyes could see, 

When all were pale and stared like me : 

But scruples to prevent, and root 
Out every shadow of dispute, 

Pompeso, Plausible, and I, 

With Fanny, have agreed to try 
A deep concerted scheme — this night 
To fix or to destroy her quite. 

If it be true, before weVe done, 

WeTl make it glaring as the sim ; 

If it be Iblse, admit no doubt, 

Ere morning's dawn we'll find it out. 

Into the vaulted womb of death, 

Where Fanny mow, deprived of breath, 
lies festering, whilst her troubled sprite 
Adds horror to the gloom of night, 

Wpl we descend, and bring from thence 
iVoofe of sneh force to common sense, 

Yaim trMeads dhaii no more deceive, 

And Atheists %«ble and believe.’^ 

He said, and ceased ; the ohmsabm^ rung 
With due appianse fern every i 

The mingled sound (now let me see-^ . 


Was it mom 
Or winds 
Or drowsy hum; 



cranes, . 
it. rains, ( 
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WQ declare it like all four, 
jam, a murmur, hum, and roar ? 

Fancy now, in awful state, 
it this great triumvirate, 
jthod which received we find 
ler oases by mankind) 020 

)d with a joint consent, 
ols in town to represent. 

3 clock strikes twelve—Moore starts and 
swears ; 

:hs, we know, as well as prayers, 
ion lies, and a church brother 
ase at will or one or t’other; 
ible from his cassock drew 
y manual, seeming new ; 

)k it was of private prayer, 
tot a pin the worse for wear ; 030 

as we by the bye may say, 
but smdl saints in private pray* 
ion, fisirest maid on earth ! , ^ 

iOek as good, who drew , her birth 
L that bkss’d union, when in heaven 
ure was bdde to “Virtue given ; 
don, eva: piL^sed.to pray,. . ■ ' . ■ 

«s’d the precious .gift o®e day ; . ' . 

><n:dsy, of • Cunning bmm, . . ^ 

t in and stole it ere the morn ; 




80 


THE POEMS OF CHTJHCHIIX. 


Who, with unusual care opprest, 

Now, trembling, pull’d it from his breast; 
Doubts in his boding heart arise, 

And fancied spectres blast his eyes ; 
Devotion springs from abject fear. 

And stamps his prayers for once sincere. 

Pomposo, — insolent and loud, 

Vain idol of a scribbling crowd, 

Whose very name inspires an awe. 

Whose every word is sense and law; 

For what his greatness hath decreed, 

Like laws of Persia and of Mede, 

Sacred through all the realm of Wit, 

Must never of repeal admit ; 

Who, cursing flattery, is the tool 
Of every fawning, flattering fool ; 

Who Wit with jealous eye surveys, 

And sickens at another’s praise ; 

Who, proudly seized of learning’s throne, 
^ow damns all learning but his own ; 

Who scorns those common wares to trade in 
Eeasonin^, convincing, and persuading. 

But makes each sentence current pass 
With puppy, coxcomb, scoundrel^ ass ; 

For ’tis with Mm a certain rule> 

The folly’s proved when he calis fool ; 

Dr. Johnson, wfeoae Tpry politics reai^hred hnja 
cnlarly ohnozioiis to DkwpchUl, notwithstanding their o 
mon prejadkes against the Scotch, afiectod. to 
Author in great oootempt. The charactear of Pompo^ 
much extolled by Johnson’s ete®ies; hht the oi^^ 
&at the Doctor made to the Sfttfro was, that hc 
.<^ra:ehill a shallow fellow in the beginniB^ and had'sfii 
isaa^' fiar altering his opkiioii,” > - f 
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Who to increase his native strength, 

Draws words six syllables in length, 

With which, assisted with a frown. 

By way of club, he knocks us down ; 

Who ’bove the vulgar dares to rise, 

And sense of decency defies ; 

For this same decency is made 

Only for bunglers in the trade, eao 

And, like the cobweb laws, is still 

Broke through by great ones when they will— 

Pomposo, with strong sense supplied, 

Supported, and confirm’d by Pride, 

His comrades’ terrors to beguile 
Grinn’d horribly a ghastly smile 
Features so horrid, were it light, 

Would put the devil himself to. flight. 

Such wer^the three in name and worth, 
Whom Zeal and Judgment singled forth eeo 
To try the sprite on reason’s plan, 

Whether it was of God or man. f 

Dark was the night ; it was that hour 
When terror reigns in fullest power ; 

When, as the learn’d of old have said, 


■The yawning grave gives up her dead ; . 

’ When Murder, Eap-ine by her side, 

Stalks oV the earth with giant stride ; :■ / 

' ftuixotes (for that knight of ojd r- 
i not^’ifit truth' by- half 






0 ^- 
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Adventured forth; Caution before, 

With heedful step, the lanthorn bore, 

Pointing at graves ; and in the rear, 

Trembling, and talking loud, went Fear. 7io 
The church-yard teem’d; th’ unsettled ground, 
As in an ague, shook around ; 

While, in some dreary vault confined, 

Or riding on the hollow wind, 

Horror, which turns the heart to stone, 

In dreadful sounds was heard to groan. 

All staring, wild, and out of breath. 

At length they reach the place of death. 

A vault it was, long time applied 
To hold the last remains of Pride ; 720 

No beggar there, of humble race, 

And humble fortunes, finds a place, 

To rest in pomp as well as ease ; 

The only way’s to pay the fees. 

Fools, rogues, and whores, if rich and great, 
Proud even in death, here rot in state. 

No thieves disrobe the weU-dressed dead ; 

No plumbers steal the sacred lead ? 

Quiet and safe the bodies lie; * 

No sextons sell ; no surgeons buy. ' 730 

Thrice each the ponderous key 
And thrice to turn it vainly . 

Tin ":v > 

And straining wilh edlleoted^na^bt, ■ 

The stubborn 


But open flies the^growMng door. 

' Three paces hack th^ fell amazed, , . ' ' 
^ - like statues stood? like madmen 
i -frighted blood forsakes 
r AnS seefe- heart wi^^ 

A;.,'. -■ V - . 
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The throbbing heart its fears declares, 

And upright stand the bristled hairs ; 

The head in wild* distraction swims, 

Cold sweats bedew the trembling limbs ; 
Nature, whilst fears her bosom chill. 

Suspends her powers, and life stands still. 

Thus had they stood till now ; but Shame 
(An useful though neglected dame, 

By Heaven design’d the friend of man, 

Though we degrade her all we can, rr.o 

And strive, as our first proof of wit, 

Her name and nature to forget) 

Came to their aid in happy hour, 

And with^a wand of mighty power 
Struck on their hearts ; vain fears subside, 
And, baffled, leave the field to Pride. 

Shall they, (forbid it. Fame I) shall they 
The dictates of vile Fear obey ? 

Shall they, the idols of the Town, 

To bugbears fancy-form’d bow down ? 760 

Shall they, »who greatest zeal exprest, 

And undertook for all the rest. 

Whose matchless courage all admire^ - 
Inglorious from the task retire ? ■ . 

How would the mcked ones rejoice, • 

And infidels exalt their voice, ^ 

If Moore and Plasusible were fbuiid, ^ 


By shadows awed, to quit their, gronadi^-^'v 
Sow w:<M4 foots }ai:^h, should -it. ’ 

Pomppsb of 
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Though Caution, trembling, stands aloof, 

StiU we will on, and dare the proof.’’ 

They said ; and, without farther halt. 
Dauntless march’d onward to the vault. 

What mortal men, who e’er drew breath, 
Shall break into the house of Death n 

With foot unhaUow’d, and from thence 
The mysteries of that state dispense, 

Unless they with due rights prepare 
Their weaker sense such sights to bear, 

And gain permission firom the state, 

On earth their journal to relate ? 

Poets themselves, without a crime, 

Cannot attempt it e’en in rhyme. 

But always, on such grand occasion, 

Prepare a solemn invocation, 7 

A posy for grim Pluto weave, 

And in smooth numbers ask his leave. 

But why this caution ? why prepare 
Bites needless now ? for thrice in air 
The spirit of the Night hath sneezed. 

And thrice hath clapp’d his wings well-please( 
Descend then. Truth, and guard thy side, 
My Muse, my patroness, and guide ! 

Let others at invention aim. 

And seek by falsities for fame; ' - 8 

Our story wants not, a.t tits time, 

Flounces and furbelows in rbyme ; 

Relate pjain facts j be brief and bold ; 

And let the poets, : femed of old, 

Seek, whilst our arriei^ tale we tell, . ' 
In vain to find a paraHel. . ; 

Silent all three went in ; ^ about ^ 
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» T was the hour, when housewife Mom 
With pearl and linen hangs each thorn ; 
When happy hards, who can regale 
Their Muse with country air and ale, 
Ramble afield to brooks and bowers. 

To pick up sentiments and flowers ; 

When dogs and squires from kennel fly. 

And hogs and farmers quit their sty ; 

When my Lord rises to the chase. 

And brawny chaplain takes his place. lo 

These images, or bad or good. 

If they are rightly understood, 

Sagacious readers must allow 
Proclaim us in the country now ; 

For observations mostly rise 
From objects just before our eyes, 

And every lord in critic wit 

Can tell you where the piece was writ ; 

Can point out, as he goes along, 

(And- wdio shall dare to say he^s wrong : ) ? M 

Whether the w'armth (for bards, we 
At present never more than glow) . ^ ^ 

Was in the town br .cqi^lTy .caj^ , 

By the ’ 
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We now declare ourselves in Town, 

Nor will a mome^it’s pause allow 
For finding when we came, or how. 

The man who deals in humble prose, 

Tied down by rule and method goes ; 2 

But they who court the vigorous Muse 
Their carriage have a right to choose. 

Free as the air, and unconfined, 

Swift as the motions of the mind. 

The poet darts from place to place. 

And instant bounds o^er time and space ; 
Nature (whilst blended fire and skill 
Infiame our passions to his will) 

Smiles at her violated laws, 

And crowQs his daring with applause. 4 

Should there be still some rigid few 
Who keep propriety in view ; 

Whose heads turn round, and canhot bear 
This whirling passage through the air, 

Free leave have such at home to sit. 

And write a regimen for wit ; 

To clip our pinions let riietn try, 

Not having heart themselves to fiy. 

It was the hour, when devotees 
Breathe pious curses on their kne<& ; e 

When they with players ile day be^ 

Po sanctify a night' ofsSa; 

When rogu^ 

Under the veil of h^ht, Sneak home. 

That free from ^ r^fraihtand awe, 

Just to the windward of the law,' ' 

hees modest rogu^' their trieks njay piay, ^^^^^^^ 
^iid plunder in the face of day. . . ; 
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But hold, — whilst thus we play the fool, 

In bold contempt of every r^le, 60 

Things of no consequence expressing, 
Describing now, and now digressing, 

To the discredit of our skill 
The main concern is standing still. 

In plays, indeed, when storms of rage 
Tempestuous in the soul engage, 

Or when the spirits, weak and low, 

Are sunk in deep distress and woe, 

■With strict propriety we hear 
Description stealing on the ear, 70 

And put off feeling half an hour 
To thatch a cot, or paint a flower ; 

But in these serious works, design’d 
To mend the morals of mankind, 

We must for ever be disgraced, 

With all the nicer sons of taste, 

If once, the shadow to pursue, 

We let the substance out of view. 

Our means must uniformly tend 
In due propoftion to their end, so 

And every passage aptly join 
To bring about the one design. 

Our friends themselves cannot admit 
This rambling, wild, digressive wit ; 

No— -not those very Mends, who found, , . 

^ :Fe«i^, ?ny good grumbling. Sir, j 

90 


Sun^ rd ;^e^goie 3 n|t, formal dnne^i . 
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Dulness and Whitehead by thy side ; 

Dulness and Method still are one, 

And Whitehead is their darling son : 

Not he whose pen, above control, 

Struck terror to the guilty soul, 

Made Folly tremble through her state. 

And villains blush at being great ; 

Whilst he himself, with steady face, 

Disdaining modesty and grace, io( 

Could blunder on through thick and thin, 
Through every mean and servile sin, 

Yet swear by Philip and by Paul 
He nobly scorned to blush at all ; 

But he, who in the Laureate chair, 

By grace, not merit, planted there, 

In Awkward pomp is seen to sit, 

And by his patent proves his wit ; 

For favours of the great, we know, 

Can wit as well as rank bestow ; no 

^ Paid Whitehead, a man of notoriously profligate 
character. He was the author of several satires, now 
deservedly forgotten, in which he tm^aringly lashed the 
vices and follies of the ag^ and carried his pseudo patriotism 
almost to repnblicanista : they were “The S^ate 

Dunces;” “Honour;” and “Manners;” for the of 
which he was ordered by the House of Lords 
into custody. He 6lso wrot^ other poeinS of little 
merit. His companionai^ rather vices procured 

him the friendship of Sir Francis Dashwood,^ who, when 
Chancellor of the Exche<pier» conferred on him a patent 
place of ^800 a year, which be enjoyed till his death in 17 74j 
and which gave him a most conviucmg proof, of ,the 
folly of his former principles. By his will,. Paul Whit^^; 
heoueathed his heart to bis patron Lord Le Despej^ igo 
caused it to be enclosed in an um, and- di^os^e^. 

<fliazrdi he erected at High Wycombe. i ^ ' 
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And they who, without one pretension, 

Can get for fools a place or pension, 

Must able be supposed of course 
(If reason is allow’d due force) 

To give such qualities and grace 
As may equip them for the place. 

But he — who measures, as he goes, 

A mongrel kind of tinkling prose. 

And is too -frugal to dispense, 

At once, both poetry and sense ; 120 

Who, from amidst his slumbering guards. 

Deals out a charge to subject bards, 

Where couplets after couplets creep 
Propitious to the reign of sleep ; 

Yet every word imprints an awe. 

And all his dictates pass for law 
With beaus, who simper all arpund, 

And belles, who die in every sound : 

For in all things of this relation. 

Men mostly judge from situation, iso 

Nor in a thousand find we one 

Who really weighs what’s said or done ; 

They deal out censure, or give credit, 

Merely from him who did or said it. 

But he — who, happily serene. 

Means nothing, yet would seem to mean. 

Who ycdes and cautions can dispense 

With sil that humble insolence , ; 

• Which, feiipudence in vain would tea^ v > 4 ' /' '■ 
And bu!t;mpdej5t men can;reatc^i^^f 
Whd 

WiBiato ■ see 

Ohf^e to the 

. ■ ■ ■ ■ ' ■ ■ ■■■ ! I - 

' " Vv:'- 
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Of always being out of place, 

And drawls out morals with an air 
A gentleman would blush to wear ; 

Who, on the chastest, simplest plan. 

As chaste, as simple, as the man. 

Without or character, or plot, 

Nature unknown, and art forgot, 

Can, with much racking of the brains, 

And years consumed in letter’d pains, 

A heap of words together lay, 

And, smirking, call the thing a play ; 

Who, champion sworn in virtue’s cause, 
’Gainst vice his tiny bodkin draws. 

But to no part of prudence stranger, 

First blunts the point for fear of danger. 

So nurses sage, as caution works, 

When children .first use knives and forks. 
For fear of mischief, it is known, 

To others’ fingers or their own, 

To take the edge ofi wisely choose, 

Though the same stroke t^es off the use. 

Thee, Whitehead, thee I now invoke, . 
Sworn foe to Satire’s generous stroke, 
Which make^ unwilling conscience feel, 
And wounds, but only wounds to heal. 
Good-nature^, easy <^eattire‘> mM 
And gentle as a^new^bom child, 

Thy heaili would adn^ 

EW wholesome rigour to thy wit j 
Thy head, if coaasciemee Shotild eonip^y ^ ' 
Its kind assistance would deny, ^ 

to Whitehead’s comedy of 
, A^ervile copy from « le Testameat ^ 
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And lend thee neither force, nor art 
To drive it onward to the heart. 

0 may thy sacred power control 
Each fiercer working of my soul, 

Damp every spark of genuine fire, 

And languors, like thine own, inspire I 
Trite be each thought, and every line 
As moral, and as dull as thine ! iso 

Poised in mid-air (it matters not 
To ascertain the very spot. 

Nor yet to give you a relation 
How it eluded gravitation) 

Hung a watch-tower, by Vulcan planned 
With such rare skill, by Jove’s command, 

That every word, which whisper’d here 
Scarce vibrates to the neighbour ear, 

On the still bosom of the air 

Is borne, and heard distinctly there ; i9o 

The pala(^ of an ancient dame, 

Whom men as well as gods call Fame ; 

A prattling gossip, on whose tongue 
Proof of perpetual motion’’ hung. 

Whose lungs in strength all lungs surpass, 

Like her own trumpet made of brass ; 

Who with an hundred pair of eyes 
The vain attacks of sleep defies ; 

Who with an hundred pair of wings 
Nf^ fifoto the farthest quarters brings, . , .sfce 
Sees, heait^,yahd telL^, untold befqr^ t: ■ ■ 

AH- ten ' 

and 


Goncenter^d 
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Can make her spare the rancorous tale, 

If, in one point she chance to fail ; 

Or if once in a thousand years 
A perfect character appears, 

Such as of late with joy and pride 
My soul possess'd, ere Arrow died ; 

Or such as envy must allow 
The world enjoys in Hunter now ; 

This hag, who aims at all alike. 

At virtues e^en like theirs will strike. 

And make faults in the way of trade, 
When she can’t find them ready made. 

AH things she takes in, small and great 
Talks of a to3rshop and a state ; 

Of wits and fools, of saints and kings. 

Of garters, stars, and leading strings ; 

Of old lords fumbling for a clap. 

And young ones fuU of prayer and pap; 
Of courts, of morals, and tye-wigs. 

Of bears and serjeants dancing jigs ; 

Of grave professors at the bar 
Learning to thrum on the guitar; 

Whilst laws aie Rubber’d o^^ hi haate> 

maid of honom: to Qtieen Charlotte, ebped on tibta day oi 
coronatiott with Henry Herbert, t^ith Hail of ' P^sabr 
On hear table was 1 

from Pope: — ; 'r / 

How oft wheii;prei^ed to rasariage have I said, 
Oorse on all which love has roadei , 

Love, free as airv-at ^ httman tiesy 
Spreads his l%hl.wli^g8y and In a mome^ 

; ■ The king immediateJy deprived Lord 

J..,.. ocamnands, and with his own . 

, Mst-of privy ooimseiloTa. Miss 

^i;.v;--^;bi^^i^1P;eaN3roke,-b the whe of 
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And judgment sacrificed to taste ; 

Of whited sepulchres, lawn sleeves, 

And God’s house made a den of thieves ; 230 
Of funeral pomps, where clamours hung, 

And fix’d disgrace on every tongue. 

Whilst Sense and Order blush’d to see 
Nobles without humanity ; 

Of coronations, where ea6h heart, 

With honest raptures, bore a part ; 

Of city feasts, where Elegance 
Was proud her colours to advance. 

And Gluttony, uncommon case. 

Could only get the second place ; 240 

Of new-raised pillars in the state. 

Who must be good, as being great ; 

Of shoulders, on which honours sit 
Almost as clumsily as wit ; 

Of doughty knights, whom titles please. 

But not the payment of the fees ; 

Of lectures, whither every fool 
In second childhood goes to school ; 

Of grey-beards, deaf to Eeason’s call, 

From Inn of Court, or City Hall, 250 

Whom youthful appetites enslave. 


to the interment of George II, which took 
,,pl^ the 1 1th ;of, November, 1760. 

; ' ^ ^0 jCOTOuation of George the Third on the 2^^' bf 
1701 . . This solemnity is noticed in 

^ Th^^n^esties yrere entertained hy t^e^O^y 
on;the dtst 

their; then 

Ti»pre(^eh^ In 

. foe- 

taisrs ; - 
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With one foot fairly in the grave, 

By help of crutch, a needful brother. 

Learning of Hart to dance with t’other ; 

Of doctors regularly bred 
To fill the mansions of the dead; 

Of quacks, (for quacks they must be still. 

Who save when forms require to kill) 

Who life, and health, and vigour give 
To him not one would wish to live ; 26 ( 

Of artists who, with noblest view, ** 

Disinterested plans pursue, 

For trembling worth the ladder raise. 

And mark out th^ ascent to praise ; 

Of arts and sciences, where meet, 

Sublime, profound, and all complete, 

A set (whom at some fitter time 
The Muse shall consecrate in rhyme) 

Who, humble artists to out-do, 

A far more liberal plan pursue, 27 

And let their well-judged premiums fall 
On those who have no worth at all ; 

Of sign-post exhibitions, raised 
For laughter more than to be liaised, 


An eminent professor of dancing. 

^ The Society for the Encoturagement of Arts, Mannfac 
tnres, and Commerce, founded in the year 1753; Pr^ctoa t 
the m8titution <^the B(K^ Acadffl3iy, ha 176^ l^e 
of Arts had an annnal exhibitioii in its room of 5 

Beanfort-bmidmge, of paintings as had obtmpedT^.i^ 
premiums offered withia the yem. From tjhis Sobi^ 
blanched the 3Eloyal Academy and sever^ Btergry 
tide Institatlons, and; immerons scKneties for 
•■'i^frlcnltnre. ■ 

! Thornton, previous to the 

of Arts on the 20th of April; 
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(Though by the way we cannot see 
Why praise and laughter mayn’t agree) 

Wdiere genuine humour runs to waste, 

And justly chides our want of taste, 

Censured, like other things, though good, 
Because they are not understood. 280 

To higher subjects now she soars, 

And talks of politics and whores ; 

(If to your nice and chaster ears 
^That term indelicate appears, 

Scripture politely shall refine 
And melt it into concubine) 

In the same breath spreads Bourbon’s league ; 
And publishes the grand intrigue ; 

In Brussels’, or our own Gazette 
Makes armies fight which never met, 29 o 

And circulates the pox or plague 
To London by the way of Hague, — 

For ah the lies which there appear 
Stamp’d with authority come here ; 

Borrows as freely from the gabble 
Of some rude leader of a rabble. 

Or from the quaint harangues of those 
Who lead a nation by the nose, 


for the same day in the papers an exhibition by the society 
of sign painters, of all the curious signs to be met with 
town or country. The public considering it as a m^e 
newspaper skit, enjoyed the joke;. but the plan was.^tuahy 
carried into execution in a room in Bow-street^ Coyon^ 
garden. . , , . , ' 

The ieis^iie .hieitw France and Spam:;ip.r.t^^^,?0lQ'h 
led to Great decdfffiuog war 

The BruS^sI^^a was la, 

experiments of of 

tile public. ^ ^ ^ * ":J'5 ^ " ■ 
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As from those storms which, void of art, 
Burst from our honest patriot’s heart, 
When Eloquence and Virtue (late 
Remark’d to live in mutual hate) 

Fond of each other’s friendship grown, 
Claim every sentence for their own ; 

And with an equal joy recites 
Parade amours and half pay lights, 
Perform’d by heroes of fair weather. 
Merely by dint of lace and feather. 

As those rare acts which Honour taught 
Our daring sons where Granby fought, 

Or those which, with superior skill, 
Saekville achieved by standing still. 

This hag, (the curious, if they please, 
May search, from earliest times, to these, 
And poets they will always see 
With gods and goddesses make free, 
Treating them all, except the Muse, 

As scarcely fit to wipe their shoes) 




The Bari 

The MarqEt^ of, Gra3aby, eldest son of the third 
of Rutland, distiiiguished himself during the seven 
vrar, under Prinioe l^dinand of Rruns'wick. He was i 
to liord Sackyme^.whoija lie succeeded) in. the commt 
the battle of Mindetij and 

the latt^ Prince Fer-di: 

'■ orders^ . the /^peated t 

'Marquess unde 
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Who had beheld, from first to last, 

How our triumvirate had past 320 

Night’s dreadful interval, and heard. 

With strict attention, evety word, 

Soon as she saw return of light, 

On sounding pinions took her flight. 

Swift through the regions of the sky, 
Above the reach of human eye, 

Onward she drove the furious blast, 

And rapid as a whirlwind past, 

O’er countries, once the seats of taste, 

By time and ignorance laid waste ; 330 

O’er lands, where former ages saw 
Reason and truth the only law ; • 

Where arts and arms, and public love, 

In generous emulation strove ; 

Where kings were proud of legal sway, 

And subjects happy to obey, 

Though now in slavery sunk, and broke 
To stiperstition’s galling yoke ; 

Of arts, of arms, no more they tell, 

Or freedom, which with science fell : 340 

By tyrants awed, who never find 
The passage to their people’s mind ; 

To whom the joy was never known 
Of planting in the heart their throne ; 


Far from all prospect of relief. 

Their hoprs in fhiitless prayeijs and g;^, 
for of blessings they employ 


Which ^imfjiankfully enjoy. 

Now k (had we ^ 

To wi^^ *' ' ' 

01. It. ‘ . ■ ^ " 
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As might suffice for a whole college, 

Whilst with a true poetic force, 

We traced the goddess in her course, 

Sweetly describing, in our flight. 

Each common and uncommon sight, 

Making our journal gay and pleasant, 

With things long past, and things now presen i 
Rivers — once Nymphs — (a transformation 
Is mighty pretty in relation) s 

From great authorities we know 
Will matter for a tale bestow ; 

To make the observation clear 
We give our friends an instance here. 

The day (that never is forgot) 

Was very fine, but very hot; 

The nymph (another general rule) 

Enflamed with heat, laid down to cool ; 

Her hair, (we no exceptions find) 

Waved careless, floating in the wind ; 3 

Her heaving breasts, like summer seas. 

Seem’d amorous of the playful breeze : 

Should fond Description tune our lays 
In choicest accents to her praise, . 

Description we at last should find, 

Baffled and weak, would halt behind. 

Nature had form’d her to inspire 
In every bosom soft desire ; 

Passions to raise, she could not feel ; 

Wounds to inflict, she would not heal. a 
A god, (his name is no great matter, 

Perhaps a Jove, perhaps a Satyr) 

These lines are a witty burlesque on the taleof L 6 do 3 
aad in Pope’s Windsor Forest 
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Eaging with lust, a godlike flame, 

By chance, as usual, thither came ; 

With gloating eye the fair one view’d, 

Desired her first, and then pursued : 

She, (for what other can she do ?) 

Must fly — or how can he pursue ? 

The Muse, (so custom hath decreed) 

Now proves her spirit by her speed, aoo 

Nor must one limping line disgrace 
The life and vigour of the race. 

She runs, and he runs, till at length. 

Quite destitute of breath and strength, 

To Heaven (for there we all apply 
For help, when there’s no other nigh) 

She offers up her virgin prayer, 

(Can virgins pray unpitied there ?) 

And when the god thinks he has caught her. 
Slips through his hands and runs to water, 400 
Becomes a stream, in which the poet 
If he has any wit may show it. 

A city once for power renown’d. 

Now levell’d even to the ground, 

Beyond all doubt is a direction 
To introduce some fine reflection. 

Ah, woeful me ! ah, woeful man 1 
Ah I woeful all, do all we can ! 

Who can on earthly things depend 
Froin one to t’other moment’s * end ? 410 

Honour, wit, genius,^ wealth, and glory, . -r 
Good lack I good lack ! are transitbiy ; : 
Nothing IS sure and stable- found,; - v vr-; 

The v^ e^ir^ turns ronhij:??'': " 
Monarch, nay 
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Must rot, must stink — ah, me I ah, why ! 
Cities themselves in time decay ; 

If cities thus— ah ! well-a-day ! 

If brick and mortar have an end, 

On what can flesh and blood depend I 
Ah, woeful me ! ah, woeful man ! 

Ah I woeful all, do all we can I 

England, (for that’s at last the scene. 
Though worlds on worlds should rise betwe 
Whither we must our course pursue) 
England should call into review 
Times long since past indeed, but not 
By Englishmen to be forgot. 

Though England, once so dear to Fame, 
Sinks in Great Britain’s dearer name. 

Here could we mention chiefs of old. 

In plain and rugged honour bold, 

To virtue kind, to vice severe, 

Strangers to bribery and fear. 

Who kept no wretched clans in awe. 

Who never broke or warp’d the law. 
Patriots, whom, in h^’ better days, 

Old Rome might have been proud to raise ; 
Who, steady to their , country’s claim , 
Boldly stood, up in Freedom^ name. 

E’en to the teeth of tyrant Pride, 

And, when :lbe57 ,,eould no mor e, they die<L 
There eentrast 1 ) mi^t we piat 

A servfle, mean, 

Hirelings, wbo’ Imt.’geld^ 

By the best, bidder and 

Truants from honouris siafef ed v ; 

; -Befrayers .of their. 
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The dupes of party, tools of power, 

Slaves to the minion of an hour, 450 

Lackeys, who watch’d a favourite’s nod, 

And took a puppet for their god. 

Sincere and honest in our rhymes, 

How might we praise these happier times ! 
How might the Muse exalt her lays, 

And wanton in a monarch’s praise ! 

Tell of a prince in England born. 

Whose virtues England’s crown adorn. 

In youth a pattern unto age. 

So chaste, so pious, and so sage 460 

Who, true to all those sacred bands 
Which private happiness demands, 

Yet never lets them rise above 
The stronger ties of public love. 

With conscious pride see England stand, 

Our holy Charter in her hand ; 

She waves it round, and o’er the isle 
See Liberty and Courage smile. 

No more she mourns her treasures hurl’d 
In subsidies to all the world ; 470 

No more by foreign threats dismay’d, 

No more deceived with foreign aid. 

She deals out sums to petty states. 

Whom honour, scorns, and Reajson hates; 

But, wiser by experience grown, 

Fihds safety in herself alone. ' ' 

“ Whilst thu0,” she cries, ‘‘ my 
An hon^, y^iant,. native band,.. V/;:: 

“.Born I gli^rin tfee 

of Bntop to hia 

parliament, 18 th of r V ? . . .V 
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A train’d militia, brave and free, 

True to their king, and true to me, 

N'o foreign hirelings shall be known, 

Nor need we hirelings of our owm : 
Under a just and pious reign 
The statesman’s sophistry is vain ; 

Vain is each vile, corrupt pretence : 
These are my natural defence ; 

Their faith I know, and they shall prove 
The bulwark of the king they love.” 

These, and a thousand things beside. 
Did we consult a poet’s pride, 

Some gay, some serious, might be said. 
But ten to one they’d not be read ; 

Or were they by some curious few. 

Not even those would think them true ; 
For, from the time that Jubal first 
Sweet ditties to the harp rehearsed, 
Poets have always been suspected 
Of having truth in rhyme neglected, 
That bard except, who from his youth 
Equally famed for faith and truth, 

By prudence taught, in courUy chime 
To courtly ears brought truth in rhyme. 

But though to poets wef allow, 

No matter when a^qaired or how> * 
From tkithimbbund^ "deviate^ 

Which custom c^ Ime^a€oii, ‘ 

Yet can’t they be stappipBedi tp, 

One half so jto as l%ae 


One of hies piecee 
ahd' was a&ess^d ‘ to ^ 
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Therefore (to solve this Gordian knot, — 

A point we almost had forgot) ck 

To courteous readers be it known, 

That, fond of verse and falsehood grown, 

Whilst we in sweet digression sung, 

Fame check’d her flight, and held her tongue, 
And now pursues, with double force 
And double speed, her destined course. 

Nor stops tiU she the place arrives 
Where Genius starves and Dulness thrives ; 
Where riches virtue are esteem’d. 

And craft is truest wisdom deem’d ; 62 c 

Where Commerce proudly rears her throne, 

In state to other l^ds unknown ; 

Where, to be cheated and to cheat. 

Strangers from every quarter meet ; 

‘ Where Christians, Jews, and Turks shake hands, 
United in commercial bands ; 

All of one faith, and that to own 
No god but Interest alone. 

When gods and goddesses come down 
To look about them here in Town, >; 

(For change of air is understood |v 

By sons of Physic to be good, 

In due proportion, now and then, ^ 

For these same gods as well as men) j 
By custom ruled, and not a poet 4 
So \rery dull but he must know it, J 
In order t0 reuiaiu 
They idwnys travel in a fog, 

For if we inajesty esqjose : 

To Vulgar eyes,. ,t©q-;;^'eap- it 
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The force is lost, and, free from awe, 

We spy and censure every flaw ; 

But well preserved from public view, 

It always breaks forth fresh and new ; 
Fierce as the sun in aU his pride 
It shines, and not a spot’s descried. 

Was Jove to lay his thunder by. 

And with his brethren of the sky 
Descend to earth, and frisk about, 

Like chattering N from rout to rout, 

He would be feund, with all his host, 

A nine days’ Wonder at the most. 

Would we in trim our honours wear, 

We must preserve them from the air ; 
What is familiar men neglect, 

However worthy of respect. 

Did they not find a certain friend 
In Novelty to recommend, 

(Such we, by sad experience, find 
The wretched folly of mankind) 

Venus might unatiraetive shine, 
And*fflunter fix no eyes but mine. 

But Fame, who never cared a jot 
Whether she was admired or not. 

And never blushed tOr shew her fece 


At smy time 
And viable to 

. " .y On ’Change, exa^i il^ 

^^ted on the ^ .. 
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Of her own mutability. 

Thrice did she sound her trump, (the same 
Which from the first belong’d to Fame, 

An old, ill-favour’d instrument. 

With which the goddess was content, 

Though under a politer race 

Bagpipes might well supply its place) 58 o 

And thrice, awaken’d by the sound, 

A general din prevail’d around ; 

Confusion through the city pass’d. 

And fear bestrode the dreadful blast. 

Those fragrant currents which we meet, 
Distilling soft through every street, 

Affighted from the usual course. 

Ran murmuring upwards to their source : 
Statues wept tears of blood, as fast 
As when a Caesar "breathed his last ; 590 

Horses, which always used to go 
A foot-pace in my Lord Mayor’s show. 
Impetuous from their stable broke. 

And aldermen and oxen spoke. 

Halls felt the force, towers shook around^ 
And steeples nodded to the ground ; 

St. Paul himself (strange sight !) was seen 

The sanitaiy improvements effected in the raetro^lia 
during the past century were hardly commenced in ChftrchiU’a 
Swift’s description is happily obsolete 
“ Now irom all parts the swelling kennels flow, 

And bear their trophies with them as they go ; i v 

Filth of all hues and odour seem to tell . 

What street they sailed from by thrir sight ai^d'snaeH^ ; . 

Sweeping from butchersi’ At5ps„ (hmg, 

Drown’d puppies, 

Pead cats and. turnip-feo^'C^Q^.^Einp?|ii^ 

CHy Shotoer*^ 
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To bow as humbly as the Dean : 

The Mansion House, for ever placed 
A monument of City taste, 

Trembled, and seem'd aloud to groan 
Through all that hideous weight of stone. 

To still the sound, or stop her ears, 
Remove the cause or sense of fears. 
Physic, in college seated high. 

Would any thing but medicine try. 

No more in Pewterers’ Hall was heard 


^ The following note occurs on the subject of the ! 
sion House in an ingenious pamphlet intitled “ Critica 
servations on the Buildings and Improvements of Lorn 
published in 1771. Whe* it was first resolved in Cor 
Council to build a Mansion House for the Lord Mayor, 
Burlington, zealous in the cause of the arts, sent do\^ 
origined design of Palladio, worthy of its author, for 
approbation and adoption. The first question in cour 
not, whether the plan was proper, but whether this 
Palladio was a freeman of the city or no. On this grea 
bates ensued, and it is hard to say how it might have , 
had not a worthy deputy risen up, and observed gra 
that it was of little consequence to discuss this point, 
it was notorious that Palladio was a papist, and inca 
of coarse. Lord Burlington’s proposal was then rej 
nem. cor. and the plan of a freeman and a protestant ad( 
in its room. Dance, the nrtan pitched upon (who afterx 
carried his plan into execution) was originally a shipwi 
and, to do hhn justice, he appears never to hare lost, 
of his first professiOh. The fiont of the Mansion Hous 
an the r^emWanoe possible d^4aden Ihdiaman, 

her stem gansaaes' fimd g^ager^ead' work. The stairs 


passages within are' ailJ ladders, and gangways, and tl« 
bulkheads on- the ro<rf fi)re and, aft, n(^ unaptly rejpr 
the binnacle and win^a^ 'Oii fife deck of k great n 
country f.' v:, 

' ^ Macklin’s recitatioha knd leotu^ 

- dehvered at 

' ^evinced 
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The proper force of eyery word ; 

Those seats were desolate become, 

And hapless Elocution dumb. eio 

Form, city-born and city-bred, 

By strict Decorum ever led. 

Who threescore years had known the grace 
Of one dull, stiff, unvaried pace, 

Terror prevailing over Pride, 

Was seen to take a larger stride ; 

Worn to the bone, and clothed in rags, 

See Avarice closer hug his bags ; 

With her own weight unwieldy grown, 

See Credit totter on her throne ; 620 

Virtue alone, had she been there. 

The mighty sound unmoved could bear. 

Up from the gorgeous bed, where Fate 
Dooms annual fools to sleep in state. 

To .sleep so sound that not one gleam 
Of Fancy can provoke a dream. 

Great Dulmah started at the sound. 

Gaped, rubb’d his eyes, and stared around. 
Much did he wish to know, much fear. 

Whence sounds so horrid struck his ear, eao 
So much unlike those peaceful notes, 

That equal harmony, which floats 
On the dull wing of city air. 

Grave prelude to a feast or fair : 

MtEeh did he inly ruminate 
Gohceming the decrees of Fate, 

Sir Saimiel Bludyer, Bart. M.P- for i>e- 

puty-Goremor of ffte of England* of 

London for 1761 Ho: Qdginaify 'ar at ftoiae 

in Somerset&ldre, in 

able fortune. • He died iii t '■ ^ 
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Revolving, though to little end. 

What this same trumpet might portend. 

Could the French — ^no — that could not b( 
Under Bute’s active ministry, 

Too watchful to be so deceived — 

Have stolen hither unperceived ? 

To Newfoundland, indeed, we know 
Fleets of war unobserved may go ; 

Or, if observed, may be supposed, 

At intervals when Reason dozed, 

No other point ‘in view to bear 

But pleasure, health, and change of air ; 

But Reason ne’er could sleep so sound 
To let an enemy be found 
In our land’s heart, ere it was known 
They had departed from their own. 

Or could his successor (Ambition 
Is ever haunted with suspicion) 

His daring successor elect. 

All customs, rules, and forms reject, 

And aim, regardless of the crime, 

To seize the chair before his time ? 

Or (deeming this the lucky hour^ 

Seeing his countr3rmen in power, 

Those countiymen who, from the flrsl^, 

In tumults a^ rebellion nursed 
Howe’er they ivear the 
StiB love a Stuart in their 

la May, 1762^ % SVench sqaadroa escaped oitt of 
fog, aad captorod thes of 8t. in Hewf 

Ministry w«re mtach blajhed for. 

^ t^e September following, the 
. t^l^by a British force under the conunaad' of Oc 
■' AmhOrst. \ 

w Lord Miaydr elect for 
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Could Scottish Charles ? — 

Conjecture thus, 

That mental ignis fatuus. 

Led his poor brains a weary dance 
From France to England, hence to France, 

Till Information (in the shape 

Of chaplain learned, good Sir Crape, eio 

A lazy, lounging, pamper’d priest, 

WeU known at every City feast. 

For he was seen much oftener there 
*toian in the house of God at prayer ; 

Who, always ready in his place, 

Ne’er let God’s creatures wait for grace, 
Though, as the best historians write, 

Less famed for faith than appetite ; 

His disposition to reveal, 

The grace was short, and long the meal ; eso 
Who always would excess admit, 

If haunch or turtle came with it. 

And ne’er engaged in the defence 
Of self-denying Abstinence, 

When he could fortunately meet 
With anything he liked to eat ; 

Who knew that wine, on Scripture plan. 

Was made to cheer the heart of man ; 

Knew too, by long experience taught, 

That cheerfulness was kill’d by thought ; m 
Amd j5?om those premises collected, y 

(T®eh few perhaps would have suspected) ‘ ' 
That none who, with due share of sei^. > , . ' 
Observed the ways of Providenoe,. . ■: ^ 

Could with safe consciebee 
Till they had kls^ 
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With eyes half closed came waddling in, 
And, having stroked his double chin, 

(That chin, whose credit to maintain 
Against the scoffs of the profane, 700 

Had cost him more than ever state 
Paid for a poor electorate, 

Which, after all the cost and rout 
It had been better much without) 

Briefly (for breakfast, you must know. 

Was waiting all the while below) 

Eelated, bowing to the ground, 

The cause of that uncommon sound ; 

Related, too, that at the door 
Pomposo, Plausible, and Moore, 710 

Begg’d that Fame might n6t be allow’d 
Their shame to publish to the crowd ; ■ 

That some new laws he would provide, 

(If old could not be misapplied 
With 8is much ease and safety there 
As they are misapplied elsewhere) 

By which it might be construed treason 
In man to Zeroise his reason; 

Which might ingeniously devise 

One puni^ment for truth and lies, 72 

And fairly prove, when they had done, 

That truth ^d falsehood were but one ; 


S favourite posse 

rion of the first two* George^ who were in reality Germaj 
by birlbf education^ and the many expensr 

wars in which Ibe cpnis^ Was eigag^ dturing their reig: 
ware the restdt of theit pdriMity*., ■ 

V , Application was made.oa b^talf of titese geutkmen 
. ^e/hord . Mayor, fbr a proin^m igah3si. tfeB bawJpa 

I ATT. jt'" ■ A 'l*^' 1 . ' '.V ♦ ^ .• -i.' 
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Whicli juries must indeed retain, 

But their effect should render vain, 

Making all real power to rest 
In one corrupted, rotten breast, 

By whose false gloss the very Bible 
Might be interpreted a libel. 

Moore (who, his reverence to save, 

Pleaded the fool to screen the knave, 730 
Though all who witness’d on his part 
Swore for his head against his heart) 

Had taken down, from first to last, 

A just account of all that pass’d ; 

But, since the gracious will of Fate, 

Who mark’d the child for wealth and state 

E’en in the cradle, had decreed 

The mighty Dulman ne’er should read. 

That office of disgrace to bear 

The smooth-lipp’d Plausible was there ; 740 

From Holbom e’en to Qerkenwell, 

"Who knows not smooth-lipp’d Plausible ? 

A preacher deem’d of greatest note 

^ Lord Mansfield’s interpretation of the la'tv of libel, 
though founded upon precedents made in the worst of times, 
was universally adhered to by the bench, with the exception 
of Lord Camden. Juries were browbeaten and insulted, if 
they dared to find a verdict beyond the mere fact of publica- 
tion ; and that most absurd maxim, the greater the truth, 
the greater the libel,” influenced the discretion of the judge 
in the sentence he pronounced. We are indebted tothe pa-^ 
triotic exertions of Mr. Fox for the explanatory bill 
1791, which restored to the jury the power of de<4fh^%oh, 
the law, as well as the fact, by returning a general 

The Rev. W. Sellon, in 1763, ostentatioU^y JitiSB^Sed 
a sermon which he had preached at St. 
at Olerfcenwell, and at.Sti „ On. 

critics discovered it to be.as .grpss a- ’piigSfisHi as 

ever issued from the ' 
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For preaching that which others wrot6« 

Had Dulman now, (and fools, we see, 
Seldom want curiosity) 

Consented (but the mourning shade 
Of Gascoyne hastened to his aid, 

And in his hand, what could he more ? 
Triumphant Canning’s picture bore) 

That our three heroes should advance 
And read their comical romance. 

How rich a feast, what royal fare, 

We for our readers might prepare I 
So rich and yet so safe a feast, 

That no one foreign, blatant beast, 
Within the purlieus of the law. 

Should dare thereon to lay his paw, 

And, growling, cry^ with surly tone, 

Keep off — this feast is all my own. 

Bending to earth the downcast eye, 

Or planting it against the sky, 

As one immersed in deepest thought, 

Or with some holy vision .(»ught. 

His hands, to aid the traitor’s art, 
Devoutly folded oVr his heart ; 

Here Moore in fraud well skill’d, should 
All saint, with solemn step slow. 

0 that Religion^a^sacred name. 

Meant to in^ire tlio purest flame, 

A prostitute should dver he 
To that arch-fiend Hypocrisy, 

Where we find every other vice ~ 
Crown’d with damnM peaking eowardi<5A 
' BoM sin reoMm’d is often s^ 

. past hope^that man who dares he m^n. 
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There, full* of flesh, and full of grace, 

With that fine, round, unmeaning face 
Which Nature gives to sons of earth 
Whom she designs for ease and mirth, 78o 
Should the prim Plausible be seen ; 

Observe his stiff affected mien ; 

’Gainst Nature arm’d by gravity, 

His features too in bucMe see ; 

See with what sanctity he reads, 

With what devotion tells his beads ! 

Now, Prophet, shew me, by thine art. 

What’s the religion of his heart : 

Shew there, if truth thou canst unfold, 

Religion centred all in gold ; 790 

Shew him, nor fear correction’s rod, 

As false to friendship as to God. 

Horrid, unwieldy, ^vithout form. 

Savage as ocean in a storm. 

Of ske prodigious, in the rear. 

That post of honour, should appear 
Pomposo ; Fame around should tdl 
How he a slave to interest fell ; 

How, for integrity renown’d. 

Which booksellers have often found, soo 

He for subscribers baits his hook, 

“ His features too in buckle see.” In the %)ectatdr 
to be “in buckle” means, to be, in close, stiff cud. “ The 
wearer of it (a wig) goes, it seema, in his own hair wfeerr he 
is at heme, ai4 his wig be in brickte for whcfc Isaif 
year, that ha may ^t it en upon occasion tof me^t!hl|ls%e8 
in it.”— Ko. 129. The word is here nsed 
convey the idea of features as stiff as the W wig— a 

contorted, uniiaturah tepd ' 

This passage Br, ^ necessity of 

VOL. n. I : - ■ 
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And takes their cash — but whereas the book 
No matter where — wise fear, we know, 

Forbids the robbing of a foe ; 

But what, to serve our private ends, 

Forbids the cheating of our friends ? 

No man alive, who would not swear 
AU^s safe, and therefore honest there : 

For, spite of all the learned say, 

If we to truth attention pay, sio 

The word dishonesty is meant 
For nothing else but punishment. 

Fame, too, should teU, nor heed the threat 
Of rogues, who brother rogues abet. 

Nor tremble at the terrors hung 
Aloft, to make her hold her tongue. 

How to all principles untrue, 

Not fix^d to old friends nor to new, 

He damns the pension which he takes, 

And loves the Stuart he forsakes. fi20 

Nature (who, justly regular. 

Is very seldom known to err, 

But now and then in sportive mood, 

As some rude wits have understood, 

Or through much work required in haste, 

Is with a random stroke disgraced) 

Pomposo form’d on doubtful plan, 

Not quite S: bea^ nor quite a man ; 

Like— God khd’^ what-for never yet 
Could the. nmst sdMe huhi m 

Find out a monster which might be 


■The shadow of a simile. 


his edition of for 

received hy hiiBf years. ’ 
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These three, these great, these mighty three — 
Nor can the poet’s truth agree. 

Howe’er report hath done him wrong 
And warp’d the purpose of his song. 

Amongst the refuse of their race, 

The sons of Infamy, to place 
That open, generous, manly mind. 

Which we, with joy, in Aldrich find — 840 

These three, who now are faintly shown. 

Just sketch’d, and scarcely to he known. 

If Dulman their request had heard. 

In stronger colours had appear’d. 

And friends, though partial, at first view. 
Shuddering, had own’d the picture true. 

But had the journal been display’d, 

And their whole process open laid. 

What a vast, unexhausted field 

For mirth must such a journal yield ! m 

In her own anger stron^y charm’d, 

’Gainst hope, ’gainst fear, by conscience arm’d. 
Then had bold Satire made her way, 

Knights, lords and dukes her destined prey. 

But Prudence, ever sacred name 
To those who feel not virtue’s flame. 

Or only feel it, at the best, 

As the dull dupes of Interest, 

Whisper’d aloud (for this we find 
A custont current with mankind, ,;86& 

So loud to whisper, that each word / ^ ^ 

Tbe Reveread Stephen Aldrich, 

Clerkenwell, had too much' good 'seiiae to 

by the Cock Lane «rd its 

exposure. : , ■ .a/i ■ - X’- , . . - 
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May all around be plainly heard ; 

And Prudence sure would never miss 
A custom so contrived as this 
Her candour to secure, yet aim 
Sure death against another’s fame) 

Knights, lords, and dukes — mad wretch, forbear I 
Dangers unthought of ambush there ; 

Confine thy rage to weaker slaves, 

Laugh at small fools, and lash small knaves, sto 
But never, helpless, mean, and poor. 

Bush on, where laws cannot secure ; 

Nor think thyself, mistaken youth I 
Secure in principles of truth : 

Truth I why, shall every wretch of letters 
Dare to speak truth against his betters I 
Let ragged Virtue stand aloof, 

Nor mutter accents of reproof ; 

Let ragged Wit a mute become, 87 £ 

When wealth and power would have her dumb; 
Por who the devil doth not know 
That titles and estates bestow 
An ample stock, where’er they fall, 

Of graces which we m^tal 1 


Beggars, in every age and nation, 

Are rogu^ and fools by situation ; 

The rich and grea^ a3Pe understood . 
To be of eour^ and good ; 

Consult then intearest more than pride, 
Discreetly take the strongs side ; 


Desert, in time, the simple few 
Virtue’s bar^Jp^^hjJ^n^^ 
my maxmrn — 

bow the prudoat^knee ^ - 
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Deny thy God, betray thy fi:iend, 

At Baal’s altars hourly bend, 

So shalt thou rich and great be seen ; 

To be great now, you must be mean.” 

Hence, tempter, to some weaker soul, 
Which fear and interest control; 

Vainly thy precepts are address’d 
Where Virtue steels- the steady breast. 
Through meanness wade to boasted power, 
Through guilt repeated every hour ; 

What is thy gain, when all is done ? 

What mighty laurels hast thou won ? 

Dull crowds, to whom the heart’s unknown, 
Praise thee for virtues not thy own : 

But wiU, at once man’s scourge and friend. 
Impartial Conscience too commend ? 

From her reproaches oanst thou fly ? 

Canst thou with worlds her silence buy ? 
Believe it not — her stings shall find 
A passage to thy coward mind : 

There shall she fix her sharpest dart ; 

There shew thee truly, as thou art, 
Unknown to those, by whom thou’rt prized. 
Known to thyself, to be despised. 

The man who weds the sacred Muse 
Disdains all mercenary views ; 

‘And he who Virtue’s throne would rear 


js att, the phantoms raised by fear, 
i Folly, robed in purple, sh^es^' ■ 
Thofigh Vi(^e exhausts Peruvian 
Yet^shall they 'tremble, 

When Sa^*re wf eids h^ : 

Of should th4y>^^ 
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With Melcombe seek heU’s deepest shade, 
Satire, still mindful of her aim. 

Shall bring the cowards back to shame. 98C 
Hated by many, loyed by few. 

Above each little private view, 

Honest, though poor, (and who sfiall dare 
To disappoint my boasting there ?) 

Hardy, and resolute though weak 
The dictates of my heart to speak. 

Willing I bend at Satire’s throne ; 

What power I have be all her own. 

Nor shall yon lawyer’s specious art, 
Conscious of a corrupted. heart, 94c 

Create imaginary fear 
To damp us in our bold career. 

Why should we fear ; and what ? the laws ? 
They all are arm’d in virtue’s cause ; 

And aiming at the self-same end, 

Satire is always virtue’s friend ; 

Nor shall that Muse whose honest rage. 

In a corrupt, degenerate age, — 

When, dead to* every nicer sense. 

Deep sank in vice ^d indolence, m 

Hie spirit of old Rome was broke 


the son of an apdthecary at 
Weymonth, by ida address in tbe elactionoering mainage- 
ment of hiipaelf to tire 

peerage under, jQee .Wdcombe. He was a re^ 

. tainer of thf the 

aqicession of Geoige-^fjg^^^^S^-a of 
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Beneath the tyrant fiddler’s yoke, — 

Banish’d the rose from Nero’s cheek. 

Under a Brunswick fear to speak. 

Drawn hy conceit from reason’s plan, 

How vain is that poor creature, man ! 

How pleased is every paltry elf 
To prate about that thing himself ! 

After my promise made in rhyme, 

And meant in earnest at that time, seo 

To jog, according to the mode, 

In one dull pace, in one dull road, 

What but that curse of heart and head 
To this digression could have led ? 

Where plunged, in vain I look about. 

And can’t stay in, nor well get out. 

Could I, whilst Humour held the quill, 

Could I digress with half that skill ; 

Could I with half that skill return, 

Which we so much admire in Sterne, 970 
Where each digression, seeming vain. 

And only fit to entertain, 

Is found, on better recollection. 

To have a just and nice connezion. 

To help the whole with wondrous art, 

Whence it seems idly to depart ; 

Then should our readers ne’er accuse 
These wild excursions of the Muse ; 

Ne’er backward turn dull pages o’er ^ 

To reeolleet what went before ; 1 i, - ^ ^ 

Deeply impress’d, and ever new> - : ; 

Each image past should st^ J 

And we to jMteaaH:n<>w 

As if we ne’er - 
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Have you not seen, when danger^s near, 
The coward cheek turn white with fear ? 
Have you not seen, when danger’s fled, 

The self-same cheek with joy turn red ? 
These are low symptoms which we And 
Fit only for a vulgar mind, i 

Where honest features, void of art, 

Betray the feelings of the heart : 

Our Bulman with a face was bless’d, 

Where no one passion was express’d ; 

His eye, in a fine stupour caught. 

Implied a plenteous lack of thought ; 

Nor was one line that whole face seen in 
Which could be justly charged with meaning, 
To Avarice by birth allied. 

Debauch’d by marriage into pride, ic 

In age grown fond of youthful sports. 

Of pomps, of vanities, and courts^. 

And by success too mighty made 
To love h^ country or his trade ; 

Stilt in opinion, (no r^e case 
With In *or out of place) 

Too weak an€ inipoienfe of soul 
To s^er reason’s just control. 

But b«iding^;<3l his OTO . 

■ io 
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And more to curse us, mark’d for friends) ; 

Deep in the state, if we give credit 

To ^m, for no one else e’er said it ; 1020 

Sworn friend of great ones not a few, 

Though he their titles only knew, 

And those, (which, envious of his breeding. 
Book- worms have charged to want of reading) 
Merely to shew himself polite, 

He never would pronoimce aright ; if 4 

An orator with whom a host 

Of those which Rome and Athens boast. 

In all their pride might not contend ; 

Who, with no powers to recommend, loso 

Whilst Jackey Home and BDly Whitehead, 

And Dicky Glover sat delighted. 

Could speak whole days in Nature’s spite. 

Just as those able versemen write, — 

Great Dulman from his bed arose ; 

Thrice did he spit — thrice wiped his nose — 

Eichard Glover was an eminent merchant in the 
city of London, and distinguished himself by a remarkable 
speech he delivered at the bar of the House of Commons on 
behalf of the mercantile interest, previous to the breaking 
6ut of the Spanish war, in 1740. His zeal for the pnblfc 
interfering with his private concerns, his business de^yed, 
and he was, in 1751, an unsuccessful candidate for the ci^ 
chamberlainship. For some years afterwards he m 

perfect obscurity^ hut having surmounted hia imme^ate 
difl&culties, he reappeared in public life in’1761, as 
Weymouth,* upder the patronage of Lord Mehson^e 
Frederick Prince of Wales. He, however, took*iptQ^fii?e!tlve 
part in poHticai af^rs, but confined himself to 
pursuits. Of his' p5dnotoal' performance, an 
titled Leonidas, extravagant ;.^peqtata^. W|^^ 
but though told in language 
the fate of the Spartfm'hseto^«xc£tfed'^e^:«^ 

Glover died in- l7S5w i ^ • /■ 
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Thrice strove to smile — thrice strove to frc 
And thrice look’d up — and thrice look’d dc 
Then silence broke — Crape, who am I ? 
Crape bow’d, and smiled an arch reply. 

Am I not. Crape ? — I am, you know, 
Above all those who are below. 

Have I not knowledge ? and for wit, 
Money will always purchase it ; 

Nor, if it needful should be found, 

WiU I ^udge ten, or — twenty pound. 

For which the whole stock may be bought 
Of scoundrel wits not worth a groat. 

But lest I should proceed too far, 

I’ll feel my friend the Minister 

(Great Men, Cr^pe, must not be neglected) 

How he in this point is affected ; 

For, as I stand a magistrate 
To serve him first, and next the state. 
Perhaps he may not think it fit 
To let his magistrates have wit. 

" 1 not^ at this very hoUr, 

Those large effects which troop with power 
Am I not inghty in the land ? 

while others stand? 

4^ I no% wi^ rich garments graced!. 


placed? 


to me ? 
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Unless they ride in our own coaches ? 1070 

And shall this Fame, an old, poor strumpet^ 
Without our license sound her trumpet; 

And, envious of our City’s quiet, 

In broad day-light blow up a riot ? 

If insolence like this we bear, 

Where is our state ? our office where ? 

Farewell all honours of our reign, 

Farewell the neck- ennobling chain, 

Freedom’s known badge o’er aU the globe ; 
Farewell the solemn-spreading robe, loso 

Farewell the sword, farewell the mace, 

Farewell ah title, pomp, and place ; 

Removed from men of high degree, 

(A loss to them. Crape, not to me) 

Banish’d to Chippenham or to Frome, 

Dulman once more shall ply the loom.” 

Crape, lifting up his hands and eyes, 

Dulman — the loom — at Chippenham ” — cries ; 
If there be powers which greatness love, 
Which rule below, but dweU above, 1090 

Those powers united all shall join 
To contradict the rash design. 

Sooner shall stubborn WiU lay down 
His opposition with his gown ; 

Sooner shah Temple leave the road 
Which leads to Yirtue’s mean abode ; 

Sooner shah Scots this country quit> 

109* 'W’iiiiam Beckford, Esq. elected an iime 

1762, and twice Lord Mayor of London, in 1762 and 69. 
He was a West India merchant, possessed a prSnffig^ibsF^ine, 
and became highly popttlar by bis to 

the court. Mr. Beckfbrd died in the'ye^' l^T^/diirfn^ Ms 
second mayoralty. His ^ was Tathek. 
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And England’s foes be friends to Pitt, 

Than Dulman, from his grandeur thrown, 

Shall wander outcast, and unknown. noo 

Sure as that cane, (a cane there stood 
Near to a table made of wood, 

Of dry, fine wood a table made, 

By some rare artist in the trade, 

\i^o had enjoy’d immortal praise 
If he had lived in Homer’s days) 

Sure as that cane, which once was seen 
In pride of life all fresh and green. 

The banks of Indus to adorn. 

Then, of its leafy honours shorn, uio 

According to exactest rule, 

■ Was feshicm’d by the workman’s tod, 

And which at present we behold 
Curioudy polish’d, crown’d with gold. 

With gold wen wrought ; sure as that cane 
Shall never on its native plain 

Strike root afresh, shall never more 
Flourish in tawny India’s shore, 

So sure shall Huhnan and his race 
To latest times this station graca.’^ im 

Ihfiinaa, who aO this W'hile had kept 
His eyelids closed as if he Mept, ' 

Now lookmg i^^ead^tfy on Or^pe, 

As at some in — 

" Crap^ I seem to me 

To have dMim^ped a propheoy : ' . 

.. Tea— from to first it doth appear 

■ Iteited by to Buhnans here "t 

always held a ^diet rbign>' ■ 

. keare shaB to to last ramaim . 4 i 
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“ Crape, they’re all wrong about this Ghost— 
Quite on the wrong side of the post — 

Blockheads ! to take it in their head 
To be a message from the dead, — 

For that by mission they design, 

A word not half so good as mine. 

Crape — ^here it is — start not one doubt — 

A plot — a plot — I’ve found it out.” 

^^0 God!” cries Crape, ^‘how bless’d the nation, 
Where one son boasts such penetration I” ii4c 
Crape, I’ve not time to teU you now 
Wrhen I discover’d this, or how ; 

To Stentor go — if he’s not there. 

His place let Bully Norton bear — 

Our citizens to council call — 

Let all meet — ’tis the cause of all : 

Let the three witnesses attend, 

With allegations to befriend. 

To swear just so much, and no more, 

As we instruct them in before. ii6( 

‘‘Stay — Crape — come back — ^what,don’tyouse€ 
The effects of this discovery ? 

Dulman all care and toil endures — 

The profit. Crape, will all be yours. 

A mitre, (for, this arduous task 
P^form’d, they’ll grant whate’er I ask) 

A mitre (and perhaps the best) 

Sfitjan, tihrougl^ my interest, make thee blest : 

And at ihis^ t^ gracious fate . 

Dooms to the Scot the reins of state, 

Who is more (and for your u^; 

We could so^me instanees pro^ucey v'^^ ^ 

Che of the law office 
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Of England's church to be the head, 
Than you, a Presbyterian bred ? 

But when thus mighty you are made, 
Unlike the brethren of thy trade. 

Be grateful, Crape, and let me not. 
Like old Newcastle, be forgot. 

“ But an afair, Crape, of this size 
Will ask from conduct vast supplies ; 
It must not, as the vulgar say. 

Be done in hugger-njugger way : 
Traitors, indeed, (and that’s discreet) 
Who hatch the plot, in private meet ; 
They should in public go, no doubt, 
Whose business is to find it out. 

To-morrow — ^if the day appear 
Likely to turn out fair and clear — 
Procldm a grand processionade ; 


• ii« Thomas Seeker, Archbishop of Canterbury, was br 
a Presbyterian, but was converted to the established chur* 
by Bishop Talbot, whose relation he had married. The gO( 
j^hop made him prebend of Durham, whence he was r 
moved by Queen Caroline to the Rectory of St. James, c 
Ihe death ef the celebrated Dr. Samuel Clarke. He the 


successively filled the sees of Bristol and, Oas^ford* He w< 
translated to the Primacy in 1 758, and ip 176^ 
lies <yjie jTewcastle^ who died; iid hnd 

more than fifty years filled high offices in &e In th 

year following the resignat^n of Pitt and Te3*pie ' to Dnh 
of Newcastle was comp^ed ^ repeated insults to retire i 
favour of the Baad^of hehad himself introduce 

into the ministry. It "was thieit observed that though th 
whole bench of bishops, were of hk appointnaent, Warbmrto 


was the only one of. the mmber who had the grarilt^d®. ,t 
. ; ;; 'rimt a fallen patron. . ■ 

‘ purpose of this solann preparatiomwa$.;f^l^ 

; thanks to hk Bjajes^ on 
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Be aU the City-pomp display’d ; iiso 

Let the Train-hands” — Crape shook his head ; 
They heard the trumpet, and were fled — 

Well” — cries the Knight — if that’s the case. 
My servants shall supply their place — 

My servants — mine alone — no more 
Than what my servants did before — 

Dost not remember, Crape, that day, 

When, Dulman’s grandeur to display. 

As aU too simple and too low. 

Our City friends were thrust below, ii90 

Whilst, as more worthy of our love, 

Courtiers were entertain’d above ? 

TeU me, who waited then? and how ? 

My servants — ^mine — and why not now ? 

In haste then, Crape, to Stentor^go — 

But send up Hart, who waits below ; 

With him; till you return again, 

(Reach me my spectacles and cane) 

I’ll make a proof how I advance in 
My new accomplishment of dancing.” 1200 

Not quite so fast as lightning flies, 

Wing’d with red anger, through the skies ; 

Not quite so fast as, sent by Jove, 

Iris descends on wings of love ; 

Not quite so fast as Terror rides 
When he the chasing winds bestrides, 

Ctape hobbled — but his mind was good — - 
Could he go faster than he could ? 

Near to that tower, which, as we^re tdd,.; 1 , 
The mighty Julius raised of old ; , mo 

Where, to the block hy Justice. ledj,.; , ^ 

The rebel Soot? hath, ofto hied > ; ■ ; v - * 
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Where arms are kept so clean, so bright, 

TVere sin they should be soil'd in fight ; 

Where brutes of foreign race are shown 
By brutes much greater of our own ; 

Fast by the crowded Thames, is found 
An ample square of sacred ground. 

Where artless eloquence presides, 

And nature every sentence guides. is 

Here female parliaments debate 
About religion, trade, and state ; 

Here every Naiad’s patriot soul, 

Disdaining foreign, base control, 

Despising French, de^)king Eise, 

Pours forth the plain old mamy . 

And bears aloft, with terrors hun@, j 

The honours of the vulgar tongue. 

Here Stentor, always heard with awe. 

In thund’ring accents deals out law : is 

Twelve furlongs off each dreadful word 
Was plainly and distinctly heard. 

And every neighbour hill around 
Return’d and sweil’d the mighty sound. ‘ 

The loudest virgin of the stream. 

Compared with him would silent seem ; 

Thames, who, enraged to find his course 
Opposed, rolls down wi^ double force, 

Against the lHi%e ind^imnt ro^ 

And lashes the reseeding shores, W 

Compared witih Mm, at lowest tide 
In softest whispers se^ns to glide. 

Hither directed by the noise, 

Swell’d with the hope future ^ i v 

Hiroi^h too much aieal and haste made lame,. 
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The reverend slave of Dulman came. 

Btentor ” — with such a serious air^ 

With such a face of solemn care, 

As might import him to contain 
A nation’s welfare in his brain — 1250 

Stentor” — cries Crape — I’m hither sent 
On business of most high intent, 

Great Dulman’s orders to convey ; 

Dulman commands, and I obey. 

Big with those throes which patriots feel, 

And labouring for the commonweal. 

Some secret, which forbids him rest. 

Tumbles and tosses in his breast ; 

Tumbles and tosses to get free, 

And thus the Chief commands by me : 1260 

To-morrow — if the day appear 
Likely to turn out fair and clear — 

Proclaim a grand processionade ; 

Be all the city-pomp display’d; 

Our citizens to council call — 

Let all meet — ^’tis the cause of all ! ” 



Ui.,' 


Ton, n. 
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BOOK IV. 



COXCOMBS, "who vainly make pretei 
To something of exalted sense 
’Bove other men, and, gravely wisi 
Affect those pleasures to despise, 
Whieh, merely to the eye confined. 

Bring no improvement to the mind, 

Rail at all pomp ; they would not go 
For milHons to a puppet-show. 

Nor cm fbigive ^ mighty crime 
Of countenancing pantomime ; 

No, not at Covent Garden, where. 

Without a head for play or player. 

Or, eould a head he found most fit, 

Without one i^yeT fo Second it, 

They must, fall. 


• Iliis foartli book of the Gbost is at once the most 
and the longest of oompositioEs. It Is 

^ most obscure and indistinct in its afinsio^ the 
-■■'je jA^ datti o a of which would not repay the Ip 

■■ "wessi^gpaitien, n<^ the penisal ©f Its resE^ts. ■ 
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Thrive by mere shew, or not at all. 

With these grave fops, who (bless their brains!) 

Most orCiel to themselves, take pains 

For wretchedness, and would be thought 

Much wiser than a wise man ought 20 

For his own happiness, to be 

Who what they hear, and what they see, 

And what they smell, and taste, and feel, 

Distrust, till l^ason sets her seal. 

And, by long trains of consequences 
Ensured, gives sanction to the senses ; 

Who would not, Heaven forbid it I waste 
One hour in what the world calls Taste, 

Nor fondly deign to laugh or cry, 

Unless they know some reason why, — so 

With these grave fops, whose system seems 

To give up certainty for dreams 

The eye of man is understood 

As for no other purpose good 

Than as a door, through which, of course, 

Their passage crowding objects force ; 

A downright usher, to admit 
New-comers to the court of Wit: 

.(Good Gravity ! forbear thy spleen, 

When I say wit, I wisdom mean) 40 

Where, (such the practice of the court, 

Which legal precedents support) 

Not one idea is allow’d 

To pass ^he croy^d. 

But ere it can obtain the grace ^ . ,, 

Of holding ih^the,;b:^-'a - 

Must stand a stri^ .. ,! 
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Not such as those, who physic twirl, 

Full fraught with death, from every curl ; 
Who prove, with all becoming state, 

Their voice to be the voice of Fate, 
Prepared with essence, drop, and pill, 

To be another Ward or Hill, 

Before they can obtain their ends, 

To sign death-warrants for their friends. 
And talents vast as theirs employ. 

Secundum artem to destroy. 

Must pass (or laws their rage restrain) 
Before the chiefs of Warwick Lane : 

Thrice happy Lane, where, uncontrolled, 

In power and lethargy grown old, 

Most fit to take, in this blessed land. 

The reins which fell from Wyndham's hand, 
Her lawful throne great Dulness rears. 

Still more herself, as more in years ; 

Where she, (and who shall dare deny 


Joshua Ward. Ha began life in partner^ip with 
brotiier William, a dry salter, in Tbamee Street. Al 
tbe year 1733, on retnjming from a lon^ r^denoe abr* 
be began to practise pbysid, amd in b^ed ii 


attend King George the Second, whose baaid be onred. 
king was so highly satisfied with hjs cphdtfct>. that he g 
him a smte of aj^ments at Whitehkt 'fof’ FtS ^reside 
that he might al^ys he we^ the royal He diei 

1761, at ayeiy ' ?■ 

Warwick Lah^ Hewigafie Sheet, was the seat of 
CJollege of Phjrsic^^yi'hb, to are empow< 

to examine candidatesior, and to confer, the piMleg' 
practising medicine. : ^ ^ s ; 

** Charles WyndhaaiV^l of Egremont, whOj|,in 

' wilk the Earl of Halifax,' issfoed ther-gen^aa:^'^ 
suddenly in 1763;^ abd was snccbbl^'^ 
Sandwich. 
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Her right, when Reeves and Chauncy* s by) 
Calling to mind, in ancient time, 

One Garth, who err’d in wit and rhyme, 7o 
Ordains, from henceforth, to admit 
None of the rebel sons of Wit, 

And makes it her peculiar care 
That Schomberg never shall be there. 

Not such as those, whom Folly trains 
To letters, though unbless’d with brains ; 

Who, destitute of power and wiU 
To learn, are kept to learning still ; 

Whose heads, when other methods fail, 

Receive instruction from the tail, so 

Because their sires, a common case 
Which brings the children to disgrace, 

Imagine it a certain rule 

Dr. Eeeves was a physician or consider^le practice in 
the city. 

Dr. Ohauncy, descended of a good family, and possessed 
of a competent estate, did not seek practice, but amused him- 
self with the pursuits of a black-letter collector. 

Sir Samuel Garth, the celebrated poet and physician. 
His benevolent scheme for establishing a charitable fbunda- 
tion to supply the sick poor with m^ciues at prime cost, 
being warmly opposed by the apothecaries and some of &e 
college, gave rise to his admirable satire the Dispensary. 
Dr. Garth was a staunch whig, and attached himself to the 
great Duke of Marlborough, whom he accompanied in his 
voluntary exile to Ostend, in the latter days of Queen gA^hne, 
when the Tories had obtained a complete ascendancy^ . Qn 
^e acces^^n of King George he was appointed his 
physichm^ and knitted with the Dxik& of 
sword. He died in 1718.. . 

Dr. XsaaeSci^mbeig^anemin^tandle^^'^^^S^i^ian, 
the friend of Garn<ii, who in hii dying 
bis services, and least 

in onr#dear love.^ 
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They nerer could beget a fool, 

Must pass, or must compound for, ere 
The chaplain, full of beef and prayer, 
Will give his reverend permit 
Announcing them for orders fit ; 

So that the prelate (what’s a name ? 
All prelates now are much the same) 
May, with a conscience safe and quiet. 
With holy hands lay on that Fiat 
Which doth all faculties dispense, 

All sanctity, all faith, all sense; 

Makes Madan quite a saint appear. 

And makes an oracle of Cheere. 


Not such as in that solemn seat. 
Where the Nine Ladies hold retreat — 
The Ladies Nine, who, as we’re told. 
Scorning those haunts they loved of old, 
The banks of Isis now prefer. 

Nor will one hour from Oxford stir 

Are held for form, which Balaam’s ass 
As ^ self might pass, 

his decrees ^ 

nr socmd -who, deeply read, 

tbt* ,1 jv • 'I.;. 
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Or how, in any point of view, 

Oxford hath any thing to do : 

But men of nice and subtle learning, 
Remarkable for quick discerning, 

Through spectacles of critic mould, 

Without instruction, will behold 120 

That we a method here have got 
To shew what is, by what is not ; 

And that our drift (parenthesis 
For once apart) is briefly this. 

Within the brain’s most secret cells 
A certain Lord Chief Justice dwells. 

Of sovereign power, whom, one and all. 

With common voice, we Reason call. 

Though, for the purposes of satire, 

A name, in truth, is no great matter : 130 

Jefferies or Mansfield, which you will, 

It means a Lord Chief Justice stiU. 

Here, so our great projectors say, 

The senses all must homage pay ; 

Hither they all must tribute bring. 

And prostrate fall before their king. 

Whatever unto them is brought 
Is carried on the wings of thought 
Before his throne, where, in full state, 

He on their merits holds debate, m 

Examines, cross-examines, weighs 
Their right to censure or to praise : . 

N or doth his equal voice depend 
On narro# views of foe and friend, . 

Nor can br flattery or. force . . . , , 

Divert him from his ^eady . 

The channd of friqkfry?s . 
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No sham examination’s here. 

He, upright Justicer, no doubt, 

Ad IMum puts in and out, 

Adjusts and settles in a trice 
What virtue is, and what is vice ; 

What is perfection, what defect ; 

What we must choose, and what reject; 
He takes upon him to explain 
What pleasure is, and what is pain ; 
Whilst we, obedient to the whim, 

And resting all our faith on him. 

True members of the Stoic weal. 

Must learn to think and cease to feel. 

This glorious system form’d for man 
To practise when and how he can, 

If the five senses in alliance 
To Eeason hurl a proud defiance. 

And, though oft conquer’d, yet unbroke. 
Endeavour to throw ofif that yoke 
Which they a greater slavery hold 
Thmi Jewish bondage was of old ; 

Or if they, something touch’d with shame. 
Allow him to retain the name 
Of Royalty, and, as in sport, 

To hold a mimic formal court, 
remitted (no 

To be a kind dT piq^t-king, 

And suffered, hy ^ waij of toy, 

To hold a gl<^ b#iKit emptoy^ - 
Our system^mdBge^, stods with fear, ^ 
J^ognosticate destoe^ion n^r.^ , 
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Nay, should the eye, that nicest sense. 
Neglect to send intelligence 
Unto the brain distinct and clear, 

Of all that passes in her sphere ; 

Should she presumptuous joy receive 
Without the understanding’s leave, 

They deem it rank and daring treason 
Against the monarchy of Reason, 

Not thinking, though they’re wondrous wise, 
That few have reason, most have eyes ; 190 

So that the pleasures of the mind 
To a small circle are confined, 

Whilst those which to the senses fall 
Become the property of all. 

Besides, (and this is sure a case 
Not much at present out of place) 

Where nature reason doth deny. 

No art can that, defect supply ; 

But if (for it is our intent 

Fairly to state the argument) 200 

A man shall want an eye or two. 

The remedy is sure, though new ; 

The cure’s at hand — ^no need of fear — 

For proof — behold the Chevalier — 

As well prepared, beyond all doubt, 

To put eyes in as put them out. 

, Bnt> argument apart, which tends 
To ©nMtter fo^ and separate friends, 

1(Nor^ te^^d fi?om the Nine, . , , , 

^ The Taylor, a quack ocuHSt 

BOtod^i)^ ti|a who advertxs^ himself asGi^thahulator 

Pontifical, imperial, and BoyaL In 1701 , he Ms ' 

adTontares,— one esf ^ stEange^ tltttb ever fq)- 

peared. He died in ^ -vv?..'.;- ' . 
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Would I, though bred up a divine, 

And foe, of course, to Reason's weal. 
Widen that breach I cannot heal) 

By his own sense and feelings taught. 

In speech as liberal as in thought. 

Let every man enjoy his whim ; 

What’s he to me, or I to him ? 

Might I, though never robed in ermine, 
A matter of this weight determine. 

No penalties should settled be 
To force men to hypocrisy. 

To make them ape an awkward zeal, 

And, feeling not, pretend to feel* 

I would not have, 33a%ht sentence rest 
Finally fix’d within my Inreast, 

E'en Annet eensured and confined. 
Because we're of a different mind. 

Nature who, in her act most free. 
Herself delights in liberty, 

Profuse in love, and without bound, 

Pours joy, on every creature round; 

Whom yet, was every bounty shed 
In double portions on our Jiead, 

We could not truly bounteous call, 

If freed<un did not crown them all. 

By Providence forbid to 
Brutes hev^ em >nmta&e their way ; 
Determined stQl; th^ plod along 

^ Peter Armet batiBg been ooovicted of 
writmg a paper inti^ed tine " Free ^ 

i^pog^ the authority of the books of M<»es>%4wLie! 
tfee mhafilos related in thO Hew 
one yo«r*s imprisonmeiit ia Bridewea M 

tp stand twice in the piKory. . , ! \ 
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By instinct, neither right nor wrong ; 

But man, had he the heart to use 

His freedom, hath a right to choose ; 240 

Whether he acts or well, or ill, 

Depends entirely on his will. ^ 

To her last work,, her favourite man. 

Is given on Nature’s better plan, 

A privilege in power to err ! 

Nor let this phrase resentment stir 
Amongst the grave ones, since indeed, 

The little merit man can plead 
In doing well, dependeth still 
Upon his power of doing ill. 250 

Opinions should be free as air ; 

No man, whatever his rank, whatever 
His qualities, a claim can found 
That my opinion must be bound, 

And square with his ; such slavish chains 
From the liberal soul disdains ; 

Nor can, thoi:^h true to friendship, bend 
To wear them even from a friend. 

Let those who rigid judgment own 
Submissive bow at Judgment’s throne, 260 

And if they of no value hold 
Pleasure, till pleasure is grown cold. 

Pall’d and insipid, forced to wait 
For Judgment’s regular debate 
To give it warrant, let them find 

to their juiad^ . 

Theim slow wisdom ; be my . pips ; 
To'iivet ass: merry -m^ l ^ , .■ 

Regardless feehiou^ g^: / 
Whether 270 
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Be my employment here on earth 
To give a liberal scope to mirth, 
lifers barren vale "with flowers t’adom, 
And pluck a rose from every thorn. 

But if, by error led astray, 

I chance to wander from my way, 

Let no blind guide observe, in spite, 

Tm wrong, who cannot set me right. 
That doctor could I ne^er endure 
Who found disease, and not a cure ; 

Nor can I hold that man a friend 
Whose zeal a helping hand shall lend 
To open happy FoUy^s eyes. 

And, making wretched, make me wise : 
For next (a truth which can’t admit 
from Wisdom or from Wit) 

To being happy here below, 

Is to believe that we are so. 

Some few in knowledge find relief; 

I place my comfort in belief. 

Some fo-r reality may call ; 

Fancy to me is all in alL 
ima^natikm, throi^h the trick 
* Of doctors, makes us sick. 

And why, let any sophist tell. 

May it hot likewise make us w^ .? 

Hiis 1 

Wiattever dkadowB We pursue^^ — 

P or our phrsmts, fee ^they wiB, 

Are Httle in^ still — 

Too swift they fiy,, too swift and strongs 
For m an to catch or hold them 
; : jo^ whi^ in the ftncy liv% I ' } ' ' 
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Each moment to each man may give : 

True to himself, and true to ease, 

He softens Fate’s gevere decrees, 

And (can a mortal wish for more ?) 

Creates, and makes himself new o’er. 

Mocks boasted, vain reality. 

And is whatever he wants to be. sio 

Hail, Fancy — to thy power I owe 
Deliverance from the gripe of woe ; 

To thee I owe a mighty debt, 

Which Gratitude shall ne’er forget, 

WTiilst Memory can her force employ 
A large increase of every joy. 

When at my doors, too strongly barr’d. 

Authority had placed a guard, 

A knavish guard, ordain’d by law 

To keep poor Honesty in awe ; 320 

Authority severe and stem, 

To intercept my wish’d return ; 

When foes grew proud, and friends grew cool. 

And laughter seized each sober fool 
When C^dour started in amaze, 

And, meaning censure, hinted praise ; 

When Prudence, lifting up her eyes 

And hands, thank’d Heaven that she was wise ; 

When all around me, with an air ' 

Of hop^ess sorrow, look’d despair ; 380 

Wh^ they or said, or seem’d to say 
« one,, one only way : 

Better, and be advised by us. 

Not be at to be tht© • 

When Yirfcue the md l^de. 

Disabled, lay by ■ 
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Too weak my ruffled soul to cheer, 

Which could not hope, yet would not fear; — 
Health in her motion, the wil(i grace 
Of pleasure speaking in her face. 

Dull regularity thrown by. 

And comfort beaming from her eye. 

Fancy, in richest robes arrayed. 

Came smiling forth, and brought me aid ; 
Came smiling o’er that dreadful time. 

And, more to bless me, came in rhyme. 

Nor is her power to me confined ; . 

It spreads; it comprehends mankind. 

When (to the spirit-stirring sound 
Of trumpets, breathing courage round, 

And fifes, well-mingled to restrain 
And bring that courage down again ; 

Or to the melancholy knell 
Of the dull, deep, and doleful bell, 

Such as of late the good Saint Bride ^ 
Muffled, to mortify the pride 
Of those, who, England quite forgot, 

Paid their vile homage to the Scot, 

Where AsgiH held the foremost pkee, 


^ The profits resulting from the 
Poems relievied the aathoa* Ms pecapia^ 

On the sigphig;, TUKler LforU Bpte’s ftU m fTtt s trftk/ 
the Treaty of Paris which termhiated the war that had 
conducted with stic^t fer^Iiairt saoeess fey Pitt, 
congratulation to 

it was carried up to Si. 

Charles Asgill as io<miQ 
officers. The procession tliaroiaghouit^ 
hootings by the mob, anjd fW tfe .pasR^ 
of St Biidoi's b^an to to 

return it reoei^ a r " 
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. Whilst my Lord figured at a race) seo 

Processions (’tis not worth debate 
Whether they are of stage or state) 

Move on, so very, very slow, 

’Tis doubtful if they move or no ; 

When the performers all the while 
Mechanically frown or smile, 

Or, with a dull and stupid stare, 

A vacancy of sense declare, 

Or, with down-bending eye, seem wrought 
Into a labyrinth of thought, 370 

Where Reason wanders still in doubt, 

And, once got in, cannot get out, 

What cause sufficient can we find, 

To satisfy a thinking mind 

Why, duped by such vain farces, man 

Descends to act on such a plan ? 

Why ^ey, who hold themselves divine, 

Can in such wretched follies' join, 

Stmtiing like peacocks, or like crows, 
Themselves and Nature to expose ? 38 o 

What cause, but that (you’ll understand 
We have our remedy at hand. 

That if perchance we start a doubt. 

Ere it is fix’d, we wipe it out ; 

As surgeons, when they lop a limb. 

Whether for profit, fame, or whim, 

MiKfc ’alwa^'hava a styptic by) 

Fancy st?eps in, and stamps 
Whi^.^®c>j&5c^::b ideaL, : . ^ m 

€to none yes, PkBow/ 

AS must ■ 
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Wlien to the country Sense went down> 
And fools came flociing up to town ; 

When knights (a work which all admit 
To be for knighthood much unfit) 

Built booths for hire ; when parsons play’d 
In robes canonical array’d, 

And, fiddling, join’d the Smithfield dance, 
The price of tickets to advance ; 

Or, unto tapsters turn’d, dealt out. 

Running from booth to booth about, 

To every scoundrel, by retail. 

True pennyworths of beef and ale. 

Then first prepared, by bringing beer in. 
For present grand electioneering ; 

When heralds, ruaaning all about 
To bring in order, turn’d it out ; 

When, by the prudent Marshal’s care, 

Lest the rude populace should stare. 

And with unhaUow’d eyes profane 
day puppets of Patrician strain. 

The whole procession, as in spite, 

Unheard, unseen, stole off by night ; 

When our loved monarch, nothin loa^, . 
Solemnly took that sacred oath . 

Whdnce mutual firm agreements spiing 
Betwixt the subject and the king y- 
By which, in . usual manner, e ; 

His head, his heartj hfe hands, he bound, 
A g ainst himself, Should passion stir t 
The least juupensity to err, i 


, , A ne-w parliament ttos siunmoned at 
til© liiird, and met in Hovem^feirj' 


. was ©onsequeatfy a;fe its height 
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Against all slaves, who might prepare 
Or open force, or hidden snare, 

That glorious Charter to maintain, 

By which we serve, and he must reign ; 

Then Fancy, with unbounded sway, 

Eevell’d sole mktress of the day, 

And wrought such wonders, as might make 
Egyptian sorcerers forsake 430 

Their baffled mockeries, and own 
The palm of magic hers alone. 

A knight (who in the silken lap 
Of lazy Peace, had lived on pap ; 

Who never yet had dared to roam 
^Bove ten or twenty miles from home. 

Nor even that, unless a guide 
Was placed to amble by his side, 

And troops of slaves were spread around 
To keep his Honour safe and sound ; 440 

Who could not suffer, for his life, 

A point to sword, or edge to knife. 

And always Mnted at the sight 
Of blood, though ^twas not shed in fight 5 
Who disinherited one son 
For firing off an alder gun. 

And whipt another, six years old, 

Because the boy, presumptuous, bold 
To madness, likely to become 
A v^ S'^riss, had beat a drum, 450 

33 hough it a^esu^d an instr^ 

Me# feafe«i4e and to 
Bhving^ from fest, been in tie 
And service of the Oitjr bapfe) \ . 

VOL. n. * ' ^ 'l * -■ ' ' . ' " 
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To further Honour’s dread intent, 

The minds of warriors to inflame, 

And spur them on to deeds of fame : 

With little sword, large spurs, high feathe; 
Fearless of every thing but weather, 

(And all must own, who pay regard 
To charity, it had been hard 
That in his very first campaign 
His honours should be soil’d with rain) 

A hero all at once became, 

And (seeing others much the same 
In point of valour as himself. 

Who leave their courage on a shelf 
From year to year, till some such rout 
In proper season .calls it out) 

Strutted, look’d big, and swagger’d more 
Than ever hero did before : 

Look’d up, look’d down, look’d all around, 
Like Mavors, grimly smiled and frown’d ; 
Seem’d heaven, and earth, and hell to call 
To fight, that he might rout them all. 

And personated valour’s style 
So long, spectators to beguile, 

That passing strange, and wondrous true, 
Himself at last believed it too ; 

Nor for a time could he discern, 

Tin truth and darkness took their turn, 

So well did ikpcy play part, 

That coward stiS was at the heart. 


Whiffle (who knows nbl. Whifflefe name.>. 
By the impartial vpiee of Fame ■ ; 

^Becorded first through aS L ; i .* 

t iiiustriouiS'hand?) 
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WhOf by all bounteous Nature meant 
For oflGices -of hardiment, 490 

A modjrn Hercules at least 
To rid the world of each wild beast, 

Of each wild beast which came in view 
Whether on four legs or on two, 

Degenerate, delights to prove 
His force on the parade of Love, 

Disclaims the joys which camps affo|’d, 

And for the distaff quits the sword ; 

Who fond of women would appear 
To public eye and public ear, soo 

But, when in private, let’s them know 
How little they can trust to show ; 

Who sports a woman, as of course. 

Just as a jockey shews a horse. 

And then returns her to the stable, 

Or, vainly plants her at his table, 

Where he would rather Venus iind, 

(So pall’d, and so depraved his mind) 

Than, by some great occasion led, 

To seize her panting in her bed, 510 

Burning with more than mortal fires. 

And melting in her own desires ; 

Who, ripe in years, is yet a child, 

Through fashion, not through feeling, wild ; 
Whate’er in others, who proceed 
As S^ise and Nature have decreed, 

11:^ fiows, in him 

Is el^t of mode and whim ; ' 

Who a very ecmanaon way. 

Because ho nicithihg h^ saa 
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To fill up vacancies of sense ; 

Who having some small sense defies it. 

Or, using, always misapplies it ; 

Who now and then brings something l^rth 
Which seems indeed of sterling worth ; 
Something, by sudden start and fit, 

Which at a distance looks like wit, 

But, on examination near, 

To his confusion will appear, 

By truth’s fair glass, to be at best 
A threadbare jester’s threadbare jest ; 

Who frisks and dances through the street, 
Sings without voice, rides without seat, 
Plays o’er his tricks, like -^Esop’s ass, 

A gratis fool to all who pass ; 

Who riots, though he loves not waste, 
Whores without lust, drinks without taste, 
Acts without sense, talks without thought, 
Does every thing but what he ought;, 

Who, led by forms, without the power 
Of vice, is vicious ; who one hour, 

Proud without pride, the next will be 
Humble without humility ; 

Wh<^ vanity we ail disc^, 

Ihe spring which his actions turn ; 
Whose ahn in i^*ringi;i^ 

So that he 
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Justice, enraged, the pencil snatch’d 
From her degenerate hand, and scratch’d 
Out every trace, then, quick as thought, 
From life this striking likeness caught) 

In mind, in manners, and in mien, 

Such Whiffle came, and such was seen 
In the world’s eye ; but (strange to tell I) 
Misled by Fancy’s magic spell. 

Deceived, not dreaming of deceit, 

Cheated, but happy in the cheat. 

Was more than human in his own. 

0 bow, bow all at Fancy’s throne. 

Whose power could make so vile an elf 
With patience bear that thing himself. 

But, mistress of each art to please. 
Creative Fancy, what are these, 

These pageants of a trffler’s pen. 

To what thy power effected then ? 
Familiar with the human mind, 

And swift and subtle as the wind. 

Which we all feel, yet no one knows 
Or whence it comes, or where it goes, 
Fancy at once in every part 
Poss^’d the eye, the head, the heart ; 
And in a thousand forms array’d, 

A thousand various gambols play’d. 

Here, in a face which well might ask 
See privily to wear a mask 
fat jg|^ of law, and justice teach 

good t’excijse the breach,, 
the harrow of a wrinkle , 
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Who wait for the return of day, 

Almost burnt out, and seem to keep 
Their watch, like soldiers, in their sleep ; 

Or like those lamps, which, by the power 
Of law, must burn from hour to hour, 

(Else they, without redemption, faU 
Under the terrors of that Hall 
Which, once notorious for a hop, 

Is now become a justice shop) 

Which are so managed, to go out 
Just when the time comes round about. 
Which yet, through emulation, strive 
To keep their dying light alive, 

And (not uncommon, as we find 
Amongst the children of mankind) 

As they grow weaker, would seem stronger, 
And bum a little, little longer : 

Fancy, betwixt such eyes enshrined. 

No brush to daub, no mill to grind, 

Thrice waved her wand around, whose force 
Changed in an instant Nature’s course. 

And, hardly credible in rhyme. 

Not only stopp’d, but call’d back time ; i 
The face of every wrinkle clear’d, 

Smooth as the floating stream appear’d, 

Down the nsck rii^lets spread their flamn, . 


By an act of parnaroant lately past, for the me 
effectually lighting, the Hherty of Westnainster, t 
sitting magistrate at Bow with veiy,nisa 

gent powers for puni^iin^ 
thehr <iuties. . . ; 

Westminster 
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The neck admiring whence they came ; 

On the arch’d brow the Graces play’d ; 

On the full bosom Cupid laid ; 

Suns, from their proper orbits sent, 

Became for eyes a supplement ; 

Teeth, white as ever teeth were seen, 

Deliver’d from the hand of Green, 62o 

Started, in regular array, 

Like train-bands on a grand field-day, 

Into the gums, which would have fled, 

But, wond’ring, turn’d from white to red ; 
Quite alter’d was the whole machine, 

And Lady was fifteen. 

Here she made lordly temples rise 
Before the pious Dashwood’s eyes, 

Temples which, built aloft in air, 

May serve for show, if not for prayer ; eso 
In solemn form herself, before, 

Array’d like Faith, the Bible bore : 

There, over Melcombe’s feather’d head,— 

Who, quite a man of gingerbread. 

Savour’d in talk, in dress, and phiz. 

More of another world than this. 

To a dwarf Muse a giant page, 

The last grave fop of the last age, 

In a superb and feather’d hearse, 

B^CiUt<^ieon’d and betagg’d with verse, 64,0 
Whi^, to beholders from afar, 

Appeprfd a trim ■ - 

v 46S, jiotei ■ 

In Hogai4^fi CHr<J6r8 ci tbe first 

lifead in the seoctfid Vrew wste Lord 

Mefcomire. j ■, • 
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She rode, in a cast rainbow clad ; 

There, trowing off the hallow’d plaid, 
Naked, as when (in those drear cells 
Where self-bless’d, self-cursed Madness dwel 
Pleasure, on whom, in Laughter’s shape, 
Frenzy had perfected a rape, 

First brought her forth, before her time, 
Wild witness of her shame and crime ; 
Driving before an idol band 
Of drivelling Stuarts, hand in hand ; 

Some who, to curse mankind, had wore 
A crown they ne’er must think of more ; 
Others, whose baby brows were graced 
With paper crowns, and toys of paste; 

She jigg’d, and playing on the flute. 

Spread raptures o’er the soul of Bute. 

Big with vast hopes, some mighty plan, 
Which wrought the busy soul of man 
To her full bent, the Civil Law, 

(Fit code to keep a world in awe) . 

Bound o’er his brows, fair to behold, 

As Jewish ff*oiStlets were of old ; 

The famous Charter of our land 
Defaced, and mangled in his hand ; 

As one whom deepest thoughts em|floy, 

But deepest tho^h% of truest |oy, 

Serious and he-^ode, he slA’d ; 


Before him troops heroes walk’d, 
Whom best he heroes gown’d, , 

By Tories guarded aJB 

solemn pleasure in-.K ^ - 

■; the honoxhs'M 
'■ -IhLdr lined’ / 



THE GHOST. BOOK IV. 


153 


And touch’d, or seem’d to touch the skies ; 

the most distant mark of fear, 

No sign of axe, or scaffold near, 

Not one cursed thought, to cross his wiU, 

Of such a place as Tower Hill. eso 

Curse on this Muse, a flippant jade I 
A shrew ; like every other maid 
Who turns the comer of nineteen, 

Devour’d with peevishness and spleen : 

Her tongue, (for as when bound for life, 

The husband suffers for the wife. 

So if in any works of rhyme 
Perchance there blunders out a crime, 

Poor culprit bards must always rue it, 

Although ’tis plain the Muses do it) 69o 

Sooner or later cannot fail 
To send me headlong to a jail. 

Whate’er my theme, (our themes we choose 
In modem days without a Muse, 

Just as a father will provide 
To join a bridegroom and a bride, 

As if, though they must be the players. 

The game was wholly his, not theirs) 

Whate’er my theme, the Muse, who still 
Owns no direction but her will, too 

Hies off, and ere I could expect. 

By ways oblique and indirect, 

At cmee qmte over head and ears 
3k, appears. ; , 

ISmo if I aught dise^ . . - ' 

Of tisai time shedl socmreteiu 
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I could see Vice in robes array’d, 

Could see the game of Folly play’d 
Successfully in fortune’s school, 

Without exclaiming rogue or fool : 

Time was, when nothing loth or proud, 
I lackeyed with the fawning crowd 
Scoundrels in office, and would bow 
To cyphers great in place ; but now 
Upright I stand, as if wise Fate, 

To compliment a shatter’d state. 

Had me, like Atlas, hither sent 
To shoulder up the firmament, 

And if I stoop’d, with general crack, 
The heavens would tumble from my bac 
Time was, when rank and situation 
Secured the great ones of the nation 
From aU control ; satire and law 
Kept only little knaves in awe ; 

But now, decorum lost, I stand 
Bemused, a pencil in my hand, 

And, dead to every sense of shame, 
Careless of safety and of fame, 

The names of scoundrels minute down, 
And libel more than half the town. 

How can a statesman be secure 


In all his vilanies, if poor 
And dirty authors thus shall dare 
To lay his irotten, bosom bare.? 
Muses should pass aw^ their time 




With bills and.xib^dsjt . 
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rhey should regale their restless son 
With something to allay his rage, 

Some cool Castalian beverage, 

Or some such draught (though they, ^tis plain, 
Taking the Muse’s name in vain. 

Know nothing of their real court. 

And only fable from report) 

As makes a Whitehead’s ode go down, 

Or slakes the Feverette of Brown : 760 

But who would in his senses think 
Of Muses giving gall to drink. 

Or that their folly should afford 
To raving poets gun or sword ? 

Poets were ne’er design’d by fate 
To meddle with affairs of state. 

Nor should (if we may speak our thought 
Truly as men of honour ought) 

Sound policy their rage admit, 

To launch the thunderbolts of wit 760 

About those heads which, when they’re shot, 
Can’t teU if ’twas by Wit or not. 


The Eev. John Brown, D.D., born in 1715, was 
tthor of an Estimate of the Manners and Principles of 
te Times/' Though only remembered now by Cowpei’s 

je— 

^The inestimable estimate of Brown,” 


-this p^lacation excited uncommon attention, and ran 
seven editions in one year* His insati^Ie yattify, 
agma&m, and arrogance, rendered him disgnstihg" to 
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These things well known, what devil in spit 
Can have seduced me thus to write 
Out of that road, which must have led 
To riches, without heart or head, 

Into that road, which had I more 

Than ever poet had before 

Of wit and virtue, in disgrace 

Would keep me still, and out of place ; 771 

Which, if some judge (you’ll understand 

One famous, famous through the land 

Por making law) should stand my friend 

At last may in a pillory end ; 

And all this, I myself admit. 

Without one cause to lead to it ? 

For instance now — this book — the Ghost — 
Methinks I hear some critic Post 
Eemark most gravely- — The first word 
Which we about the Ghost have heard. 

Peace, my good Sir I — not quite so fast — 
What is the first, may be the last, 

Which is a point, all must agree'. 

Cannot depend on you or me. 

Fanny, no Ghost of common mould, 

Is not by forms to be controll’d 
To keep her state, and shew her skill ; 

She never comes but when she wilL 


I wrote «Bsd wrote^perhaps you doubt, 
And shrew<Ey, wte I 'wrote about ; 


to Of 

jodSdal decKioBB, a divhion 

OT Code goieraSy 
a^aasadVetaioiifii,. 
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Believe me, much to my disgrace, 
too, am in the self-same case ,* , 

But still I wrote, till Fanny came 
[mpatient, nor could any shame 
}n me, with equal justice, fall, 

[f she had never come at all. 
in underling, I could not stir 
SVithout the cue thrown out by her, 
uVor from the subject aid receive ■ 

Ohtil she came and gave me leave. soo 

3o that, (ye sons of Erudition, 

Mark, this is but a supposition, 

Nfor would I to so wise a nation 
Suggest it as a revelation) 

[f henceforth, dully turning o’er 
Page after page, ye read no more 
Of Fanny, who, in sea or air. 

May be departed God knows where, 

Rail at jilt Fortune, but agree 

No censure can be laid on me ; sio 

For sure (the cause let Mansfield try) 

Fanny is in the fault, not I. 

But, to return — and this I hold 
A Secret worth its weight in gold 
To those who write, as I write now. 

Not to mind where they go, or how ; 
through ditch, through bog, o’er hedge andstile. 
Stake it but worth the reader’s while, 

A|^ keep a pissage fair and plain 
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Who in the dirt should set us down. 

But, to return — If Wit, who ne’e] 
The shackles of restraint could bear. 
In wayward humour should refuse 
Her timely succour to the Muse, 
And, to no rules and orders tied, 
Roughly deny to be her guide, 

She must renounce decorum’s plan. 
And get back when, and how she ca 
As parsons, who, without pretext, 

As soon as mention’d, quit their texi 
And, to promote sleep’s genial powei 
Grope in the dark for half an hour. 
Give no more reason (for we know 
Reason is vulgar, mean, and low) 
Why they come back (should it befa 
That ever they come back at aU) 
Into the road, to end their rout. 
Than they can give why they went ( 

But to return — this book — the G1 
A mere amusement at the most ; 

A trifle, fit to wear away 
The horrors of a rainy day ; 

A slight shot silk, for summer wear, 
Just as our modern statesmen are,— 


If rigid hon^%- permit 

That I ior mm pmicm the wit 

Of him^ who, irer^ we al to st^. 

Is much too ridi ihe Iheft ' to i&d ; 
Yet in this where ease shmdd , 
. With mirth to evea;y line ; 

^ Where it should all .fee mere, dut-eiu 
; good-humonrid, afi; 
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Where honest Satire, in disgrace, 

Should not so much as show her face, 

The shrew, o’erleaping all due bounds, 

Breaks into laughter’s sacred grounds, seo 
And, in contempt, plays o’er her tricks 
In science, trade, and politics. 

But why should the distemper’d scold 
Attempt to blacken men enroll’d 
In power’s dread book, whose mighty skill 
Gan twist an empire to their will ; 

Whose voice is fate, and on their tongue 
Law, liberty, and life, are hung ; 

Whom on inquiry, truth shall find, 

With Stuarts link’d ; time out of mind sto 


Superior to their country’s laws. 

Defenders of a tyrant’s cause ; 

Men, who the same damn’d maxims hold, 
Darkly, which they avow’d of old ; 

Who, though by dififerent means, pursue 
The end which they had first in view, 

And, force found vain, now play their part 
With much less honour, much more art? 


Why, at the corners of the streets. 

To every patriot drudge she meets. 

Known or imknown, with furious cry 
Siould she wild clamours vent ? or why, 
The minds of groundlings to inflame, 

A Das'hwood, JBute, and Wyndham name? 
Why, hav^ not, to our surprise, 

:^e' ^fear of death before her eyes,: ' 

and that but now and . • 
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For blood, to men who wear a sword ? 
Men, who can nicely trim and pare 
A point of honour to a hair ; 

(Honour — a word of nice import, 

A pretty trinket in a court, 

Which my Lord, quite in rapture, feels 
Dangling and rattling with his seals ; 
Honour — a word which all the Nine 
Would be much puzzled to define ; 
Honour — a word which torture mocks. 
And might confound a thousand Lockes ,* 
Which (for I leave to wiser heads. 

Who fields of death prefer to beds 
Of down, to find out, if they can, 

What Honour is, on their wild plan) 
lA — to take it in their way. 

And this we sure may dare to say 
Without incurring an offence,' — 

Courage, law, honesty, or sense) 

Men, who aU spirit, life, and soul. 

Neat butchers of a buttonhole. 

Having more skill, believe it true 
That they must have more courage too } 
Men who, without a place or name, 
Their fortunes speechless as their feme. 
Would by iko new fortunes 
And rather 

At ooron^l^QiS^; a va^ fields 


Which food of every kind m%ht yieldj 
Of good, soi^- feed, # once wsA fft . 
For purpose© 

; . ^^idd not 

- -P’ i . -■ v’’ ■ • ' ^ 
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Could she not feast on things of course, 

A champion, or a champion's horse ? 

A champion's horse — ^no better say, 

Though better figimed on that day 
A horse, which might appear to us 
Wio ded in rhyme, a Pegasus ; 

A rider, who, when once got on. 

Might pass for a Bellerophon 
Dropt on a sudden from the skies, 

To catch and fix our wondering eyes. 

To witch, with wand instead of whip ; 

The world with noble horsemanship ; 

To twist and twine, both horse and man. 
On such a well-concerted plan, 

That, Centaur-like, when all was done. 

We scarce could think they were not one. 
Could she not to our itching ears 
Bwg the new names of new-coin'd peers, 
Who walk'd, nobility forgot, 

With shoulders, fitter for a knot 

Than robes of honour ; for whose sake 
Heralds, in form, were forced to make, — 
To, make, because they could not find, — : 
Great predecessors to their mind? ^ , 
Gould she not (though 'tis dpubtfui. sm(^> 
Whether he {dumber is, or prince) 

w® the betse which EoEri 
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Tell of a simple knight’s advance 96 c 

To be a doughty peer of France? ' 

Tell how he did a dukedom gain. 

And Kobinson was Aquitaine ? 

TeU how her city chiefs, disgraced, 

Were at an empty table placed ? 

A gross neglect, which, whilst they live, 

They can’t forget, and won’t forgive, 

A gross neglect of all those rights 
Which march with city appetites. 

Of aU those canons, which we find 
By Gluttony, time out of mind sw 

^tablished, whieh they ever hold 
Bearer than any thing but gold. 

Thanks to my stars — I now 'Shore — 

Of courtiers, and of courts ho 
Unis stumbling on my city friends. 

Blind Chance my guide, my purpose bends 
In line direct, and shall pursue 
The point which I had first in view. 

Nor more shall with the reader sport 

TiE I have seen Mm safe in port. 971 

HtKh’d be each fear — no more I bear 

At tlie coronatioii of Gteorge the 'Kurd, the Ihike 0 
Homaady (oot Aqnitaiae) was represented hy Sir Thoma 
£ohlns(m, elder brother of the first Lord In alia 

skm to his great height IheweS-known digram was written 
« Unlifce say sa^e<^ now diall he my song, 

It shall he wifety and it shan*t he long.” ^ 
llie Mayw, AMerm«i, aj^ a deputation of 
Common Coondl, wme invited to the coronatkm dinnW a 
Whitehall ; by some mistahe no tahl6 had been s^ 
and, consequently, they got hat a scanty meai,* and-retornei 
to ^ city, late in the erening in their ^ 

pleased with thear pmrfe in thq ceremeny* ' - 
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Through the wide regions of the air 
The reader, terrified ; no more 
Wild ocean’s horrid paths explore. 

Be the plain track from henceforth mine — 
Cross-roads to Allen I resign ; 

AUen, the honour of this nation ; 

Allen, himself a corporation ; 

Allen, of late notorious grown 

For writings none, or all his own ; m 

Allen, the first of letter’d men, 

Since the good Bishop holds his pen, 

And at his elbow takes his stand 
To mend his head, and guide his hand. 

But hold — once more. Digression, hence I 
Let us return to common sense ; 

The car of Phoebus I discharge, 

My carriage now a Lord Mayor’s barge. 

Suppose W 0 now (we may suppose 
In verse, what would be sin in prose) 990 
The sky with darkness overspread. 

And every star retired to bed ; 

The gewgaw robes of Pomp and Pride 
In some dark comer thrown aside, 

Great lords and ladies giving way 
To what they seem to somn by day, 

The real feelings of the heart, 

And Nature taking place of Art ; 

Desire triunaptent through the nigh^ - " ^ 


his corre^Bdeoce Earl of ad* 

dress of thaaks &om of 176^^ 

Mr. Alien ^ was ths p 3 iE\#^ 4 ^ by 

whicb he acquired a 
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And Beauty panting with delight ; n 

Chastity, woman’s fairest crown, 

Till the return of morn laid down, 

Then to be worn again as bright 
As if not suHied in the night ; 

DuU Ceremony, business o’er, 

Dreaming in form at Cottrell’s door 
Precaution trudging all about 
To see the candles safely out ; 

Bearing a mighty master-key, 

Habited like Economy, i 

Stamping each lock with triple se^, 

Mean Avarice l^t her^ 

Suppose we too, Hke she^p in pen^ 

The Mayor and Court of AMema^ t : ; : 
Within their barge, which through the deep. 
The rowers more than half asleep. 

Moved slow, as overcharged with state ; 
Thames groan’d beneath the mighty weight 
And felt that bawble heavier far 
Tuan a whole fleet of men of war. 

Sleep o’er each weU-known, faithful head 
With liberaMhand his poppies shed, 

Each head, by Dulness render’d fit 
Sleep and his empire to admit. 

Through the whole passage not a word, 

Not one faint, weak half-sound was heard ; 
Sleep had prevail’d to overwhelm ' 

The steersman nodding o’er the helm ; 

The rowers, without force or skill, 

. Sir Clement Cottrell, master of tlie ceremonies? 
succeeded in ofiGlce by ^ Robert Chest®?,, 
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Left the dull barge to drive at will ; loso 

The sluggish oars suspended hung, 

And even Beardmore held his tongue. 
Commerce, regardful of a freight 
On which depended half her state, 

Stepp’d to the helm ; with ready hand 
She safely clear’d that hank of sand. 

Where, stranded, our west-country fleet 
Delay and danger often meet, 

Till Neptune, anxious for the trade. 

Comes in full tides, and brings them aid. 1040 
Next (for the Muses can survey 
Objects by night as well as day ; 

Nothing prevents their taking aim. 

Darkness and light to them the same) 

They pass’d that building which of old 
Queen-mothers was design’d to hold ; 

At present a mere lodging-pen, 

A palace turn’d into a den, 

To barracks turn’d ; and soldiers tread 
W^ere dowagers have laid their head. loso 
Why should we mention Surrey Street, 

Where every week grave judgea meet 
All fitted out with hum and ha. 

In proper form to drawl out law, 

To see all causes duly tried 


Beaxdiiwre, the under-slieriff, was an 
in the Monitor, an opposition paper, and WM fey 

Wnkes as Ms solicitor in his contest with gOTexhin^^ 

The-Savoy and Old Somerset Honse, re- 


ment for nationcd uses, -and the more of 

Bucking! ' .--v. , . 

instead. 
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’Twixt knaves who drive, and fools who ride 
Why at the Temple should we stay ? 

What of the Temple dare we say ? 

A dangerous ground we tread on there, 

And words perhaps may actions bear ; i 
Wliere, as the brethren of the seas 
For fares, the lawyers ply for fees. 

What of that Bridge most wisely made 
To serve the purposes of trade, 

In the great mart of all this nation. 

By stopping up the navigation. 

And to that sand bank adding weight. 

Which is already much too great ? 

What of that Bridge, which, void cKf seni^. 
But well supplied with impudence, i 

Englishmen, knowing not the GKiild, 

Thought they might have a claim to build, 
Till Paterson, as white as milk, 

As smooth as oil, as soft as silk. 

In solemn manner had decreed 
That on the other side the Tweed, 

Art, bom and bred, and hilly grown. 

Was with one Mylne, a man unknown, 

A hackney coach office was estahii^d in ie$6i 
Surrey Street, Stmnd, and five Commisaaoners 'w^ere apnoini^ 
to r^nlate the fares and settle deputes. 

A senaeJess ejamonr was excited by various interest< 
persons against the eiieetJion, of a ittidge Over the Thames 
Biackfiiars. Pedi^, Owarchin opposed it because Mr. P, 
terson, the chief promoter of the sdieme, was the leader 
the Auti-VTilkite pa?:;^y in and Mr. Mylne, thAk 

ch^t, was a Seotchman. The bridge was opened for m 
the 18th Hovember, 1769, and the toll irnpnst 
^li^^ying the expense (rf buildiiig, and^Tjfhioh peodUcf 
910^^.^9000 a year was continued tw^ty years. 
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But grace, preferment, and renown 
Deserving, just arrived in town; loso 

One Mylne, an artist perfect quite 
Both in his own and country's right, 

As fit to make a bridge as he. 

With glorious Patavinity, 

To build inscriptions, worthy found 
To lie for ever underground. 

Much more, worth observation too. 

Was this a season to pursue 

The theme, our Muse might tell in rhyme : 

The wiU she hath, but not the time ; im 

For, swift as shaft from Indian bow, 

(And when a goddess comes, we know 
Surpassing Nature acts prevail. 

And boats want neither oar nor sail) 

The vessel pass'd, and reach'd the shore 
So quick, that thought was scarce before. 

Suppose we now our city court 
Safely deliver'd at the port. 

And, of their state regardless quite, 

Landed, like smuggled goods, by night. iioo 
The solemn paagistrate laid down, 

The dignity of robe and gown. 

With every other ensign gone. 

Suppose the woollen nightcap on ; 

The flesh-brush used, with decent states 
To ihake the spirits circulate, , . fd:: : V 

(A form which, to the senses true, r , 
The Hekensh ehapfedn uses to<?> , . ^ -I ' 

low 

was much . 
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Though, something to improve the plan. 

He takes the maid instead of man) i 

Swathed, and with flannel cover’d o’er. 

To shew the vigour of threescore. 

The vigour of threescore and ten 
Above the proof of younger men, 

Suppose, the mighty Dulman led 
Betwixt two slaves, and put to bed ; 

Suppose, the moment he lies down, 

No miracle in this great Town, 

The drone as fast asleep, as he 

Must in the course of nature be, i 

Who, truth for our foundation take. 

When up, is never half awake. ' 

There let him sleep, whilst we survey 
The preparations for the day ; 

That day on which was to be shown 
Court pride by City pride outdone. 

The jealous mother sends away, 

As only fit for childish play. 

That daughter who, to gall her pride, 

Shoots up too forward by her side. u 

The wretch, of God and man accurst. 

Of all hell’s instruments the worst. 

Draws forth his pawns, and fbr Hie day 
Struts in some spendthrift’s vain array ; 
Around his awkward doxy shine 
The treasures of Gofeouda’s mine ; 

Each neighbour, with a jealous glare, 

Beholds her folly publish’d there. 

Garmente well saved, (an anecdote 

we can prove, or wotild not quote) ’ ii 
. Sir Samuel Fludyer, X^r$ Mayor m 
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Garments well saved, whioli first were made 
When tailors, to promote their trade, 

Against the Piets in arms arose, 

And drove them out, or made them clothes ; 
Garments immortal, without end, 
like names and titles, which descend 
Successively from sire to son ; 

Garments, unless some work is done 

Of note, not sufier’d to appear 

^Bove once at most in every year, 1150 

Were now, in solemn form, laid bare, « 

To take the benefit of air. 

And, ere they came to be employed 

On this solemnity, to void 

That scent, which Russia’s leather gave, 

From vile and impious moth to save. 

Each head was busy, and each heart 
In preparation bore a part ; 

Running together all about 

The seiwants put each other out, iieo 

Tin the grave master had decreed. 

The more haste, ever the worst speed. 

Miss, with her little eyes half^closed, 

Over a smuggled toilette dosed ; 

The waiting-maid, whom story notes 
A very Scrub in petticoats, 

Hired for one work, but doing aU, 

Itt sluanb^ loan’d against the walL / „ 
MillinerSy summon’d from afar, , 

Arrived in shoals at Temple Bar, , . ' 

Strictly eominanded to import ; . , 

Cart loads of fb^pmy from^ia^'i 
With labour’d, vM^. ^ 
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Art strove to be superbly fine ; 

Nature, more pleasing, though more wild. 
Taught otherwise her darling child, 

And cried, with spirited disdain. 

Be Hunter elegant and plain. 

Lo I from the chambers of the East, 

A welcome prelude to the feast, h 


In safiron-colour’d robe array’d. 

High in a car by Vulcan made. 

Who work’d for Jove himself, each steed 
High-mettled, of celestial breed. 

Pawing and pacing all the way, 

Aurora brought the wish’d-for day, 

And held her empire, till out-run 
By that brave, jolly groom the Sun. 

The trumpet— hark ! it speaks — it swells 
The loud, full harmony ; it tells ii 

The time at hand when Dulman, led 
By Form, his citizens must head. 

And march those troops, which at his call 
W'ere now assembled, to Guildhall, 

On matters of importance great. 

To court and city, church and stute. 

From end to <^d the souud haakes way, 

AB hearvtlie signal and obey ; ^ a 

But Oulman, who,, his 
By Morpheus feeard it not ; 

Nor could, so aes^dife; slept, and fast. 

Hear any trumpOti but the last.. 


^ Crape, ever Irus^ knowh> 

Stole from the maid^0 bed to his own ; 
: Then in the spirituals of pridh) ■ 

- ®?mted himself at Dulman’s side..,. 
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Thrice did the ever- faithful slave, 

With voice which might have reach’d the grave. 
And broke death’s adamantine chain, 

On Dulman call, but call’d in vain. 1210 

Thrice with an arm, which might have made 
The Theban boxer curse his trade, 

The drone he shook, who rear’d the head, 

And thrice fell backward on his bed. 

What could be done ? Where force hath fail’d 
Policy often hath prevail’d. 

And what, an inference most plain, 

Had been, Crape thought might be again. 

Under his pillow (stiU in mind 
The proverb kept. Fast bind, fast find) 1220 
Each blessed night the keys were laid. 

Which Crape to draw away assay’d. 

What not the power of voice or arm 
Could do, this did, and broke the charm; 

Quick started he with stupid stare. 

For all his little soul was there. 

Behold him, taken up, rubb’d down. 

In elbow-chair, and morning-gown ; 

Behold him, in his latter bloom, ' 1222 

Stripp’d, wash’d, and sprinkled with perfume; 
Behold him bending with the weight 
Of robes, and trumpery of state ; 
l^hold him (for the maxim’s true, 

Whate’*er we by another do . , , 

We do ourselves, and chaplain paid, ' 
like slaves in every other 
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Go titter, totter, to the stairs : 1 S 40 

Behold him for descent prepare 
With one foot trembling in the air ; 

He starts, he pauses on the brink. 

And, hard to credit I seems to think ; 

Through his whole train (the chaplain gave 
The proper cue to every slave) 

At once, as with infection caught, 

Each started, paused, and aimM at thought j 
He turns, and they turn ; big with care, 

He waddles to his elbow-chair, 1260 

Squats down, and, silent for a season. 

At last with Crape b^ins to reason : 

But first of all he made a sagn, 

That every soul but the divine 
^ould quit the room ; in him, he knows, 

He may all confidence repose. 

^ Crape— though I’m yet not quite awako — 
Before this awful step I take, 

On which my future all depends, 

I ought to khow my foes and friends. 1200 

My foes and fiiends — observe me still — 

I mean not who well or ill 
Perh^ may wish me, but th<»e who 
Have’t in their power to do- it too. 

Now attentive to fee slate^ 

In too much hurxy lo be great, 

Or throng motive^ Crape, 

Deserving pra&e,-^^lhft 6 a scrape 
like a fool, am go% no doubt 
I, like a wise man should get out : mo 

hat (remaik without r^ies) 
feat to get out is wise, . ■ : V 
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Or by the very self-same rule 
That to get in was like a fool. 

The marrow of this argument 
Must wholly rest on the event ; 

And therefore, which is really hard, 

Against events too I must guard. 

Should things continue as they stand, 

And Bute prevail through all the land i28o 
Without a rival, by his aid 
My fortunes in a trice are made ; 

Nay, honours, on my zeal may smile, 

And stamp me Earl of some great Isle : 

But if, a matter of much doubt. 

The present minister goes out. 

Fain would I know on what pretext 
I can stand fairly with the next. 

For as my aim, at every hour, 

Is to be well with those in power, 1290 

And my material point of view, 

Whoever^s in, to be in too, 

I should not, like a blockhead, choose 
To gain these so as those to lose : 

Tis good in every case, you know. 

To have two strings unto our bow.” 

As one in wonder lost. Crape view’d 
Ex& lord, who thus his speech pursued : , 

This, my good Crape, is my grand point*; 
And as the times are out of joint, 

The greater caution is required , . ; 

The Ble of Bute, situate in the <3^4e, .is 

about twelve jaaales is. length, and five 
erous statement was. made of the ew eca&cp^!^^ it to 
the revenue, amounting 
three-ferthings, subject t<y some de&f®^' ■ ' 
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To bring about the point desired. 

What I would wish to bring about 
Cannot admit a moment’s doubt ; 

The matter in dispute, you know. 

Is what we call the qwmodo. 

That be thy task” — ^The reverend slave 
Becoming in a moment grave, 

Fix’d to the ground and rooted, stood 
Just like a man cut out of wood, isio 

Such as we see (without the least 
R^eetion ^aneing on- the priest) 

One ' 

AJbnost in .. 

TUH,- ■* -■ i'v'v:;.'- .i» ■* -i './nV. 



-&Lt it, shook his heaed^ 

Aai ^ns the man of sorrow said : 

Btard is this task, too hard I swear, 
'%• much too hard for me to bear ; 
Beyond expression hard my part, 

Could mighty Dulman see my heart, 
When he, alas 1 makes known a will 
W®di Crape’s not able to fulfil. 

Was ev^ my obedience barr’d 
% any ferMing, nice regard 
To sense and hoimur ? could I reach 
Thy meaning wittaifc he^ of speech. 

At the first nmtioar of thy eye 
Bid not thy fedtfefei creature fiy ? 

Have I not ^d, not wb&t I ought, 

B«t wkat my earthly master taight? 

; , I e’er wei^, throj^ duty strongs 
- ■ '' ^ %• great taddin^, right and wrong? 



1320 


1330 
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Did ever Interest, to whom thou 
Canst not with more devotion bow, 

Warp my sound faith, or will of mine 
In contradiction run to thine ? 

Have I not, at thy table placed, 

When business call’d aloud for haste, 1840 
Torn myself thence, yet never heard 
To utter one complaining word, 

And had, till thy great work was done, 

All appeljtes, as having none ? 

Hard is it, this great plan pursued 
Of voluntary servitude, 

Pursued, without or shame or fear, 

Through the great circle of the year. 

Now to receive, in this grand hour. 

Commands which lie beyond my power, 1360 
Commands which baffle all my skill, 

And leave me nothing but my wiU : 

Be that accepted 5 let my Lord 
Indulgence to his slave afford ; 

This task, for my poor strength unfit. 

Will yield to none but Dulman’s wit.” 

With such gross incense gratified, ^ 

And turning up the lip of pride, 

" Poor Crape” — and shook his empty head^ 
Poor puzzled Crape I” — ^wise Dulman said, im 
Of judgment weak, of sense confined^ 

For ^ngs of lower note designed ; ; ; 

For thmgs within the vulgar reach,, - ' 


To.bu^l of errands, and to preach ; . . , 

Well hast thou judged that heads;i^P^ii^ 
Cannot want help from 
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Of such high argument to treat ; 

T?was but to try thee that I spoke, 

And all I said was but a joke. 

Nor think a joke, Crape, a disgrace 
Or to my person or my place ; 

The wisest of the sons of men 

Have deign’d to use them now and then. 

The only caution, do you see, 

Demanded by our dignity. 

From common use and men exempt 
Is that they pay not breed contempt. 

Great use liey Ofeve, when ih tfce; I^ds 
Of Qne iifce i3^"wlp^w . 3 

Who tmd^JSt€m# Ite v 

The manner, and the grace , 

Which ibok neglect; so that we hnd, 

If all the requisites are join’d 

From whence a perfect joke must spring, 

A joke’s a very serious thing, 

. But to our business — ^my design, 

Which gave so rough a shock to thine, 

To my capacity is made 
Aslp^y as a fraud in trade 5 1 

Which, like hroad-cloth, I can, with ease 
Cut out in any shape I please. 

<< Some, in my circumstance, some few. 
Aye, and -^ose men of gpnxm too, ' 

Good men, who, without love or hate, 


.*1;; Whether they early rise or late, 

K .; . ; With names imcraek’d, and credit sound,' 

_ , Hise worth a hundred thousand pound, , 
^’threadbare ways and mcahs wouM:*^ 




their point^-so wfH not I. 
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New metliods shall my wisdom find 
To suit these matters to my mind, 

So that the infidels at court, 

Who make our City wits their sport. 

Shall hail the honours of my reign, 

And own that Dulman bears a brain. 

Some, in my place, to gain their 
Would give relations up, and fnends j 
Would lend a wife, who they might sweetr 
Safely, was none the werse for wear ; uid 
Would see a daughter, yet a maid, 

Into a statesman’s arms betray’d ; 

Nay, should the girl prove coy^ nor know 
What daughters to a father owe, 

Sooner than schemes so nobly pknn’d . . 
Should fail, themselv^ would a * 
WoulS vote on one side, whiig^ a bro^sa®, . 


Properly ; 

Wo'uld ey^ 

To-publih-i^'be^’^ : .^ 4 ;^ 
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Undid wliat she by day had done) 

While they a double visage wear, 

What^s sworn by day, by night unswear. 

Such be their arts, and such perchance, 
May happily their ends advance ; 

From a new system mine shall spring, 

A Locum tenens is the thing. i440 

• That’s your true plan — to obligate 
The present ministers of state, 

My shadow shall our court approach. 

And bear my power, and have my coach ; 

My fine state- coach, superb to view, 

A fine^tate coach, and paid for too. 

To carry favour, an4 th^ 

Obtain of those who^re out of place ; 

In mean time I — ^that^s to say 
I I myself— here stay. 

■ ^ But hold — ^perhaps unto the - nation. 


Who hate the Scot’s administration^ 
. Tej^iend my coach may seem to be 
Dedarin^ for the ministry; 

For wh^ l®y'^coach is, there 

Is^-- 
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Can any one so fit be found 
As be, who in Artillery ground, 

Without a rider, noble sight I 
Led on our bravest troops to fight ? U7o 

“ But first, Crape, for my honour’s sake — 

A tender point — inquiry make 
About that horse, if the dispute 
Is ended, or is still in suit : 

For whilst a cause (observe this plan 
Of justice) whether horse or man 
The parties be, remains in doubt. 

Till ’tis determined out and out, 

That power must tyranny appear 
Which should, prejudging, interfere, iieo 

And weak, faint judges overawe 
To bias the free course of law. 

You have my will — now quickly run, 

And take care that my will be done. 

In public. Crape, you must appear, 

Whiist I in privacy sit here ; 

'Here shall great Dulman sit alone. 

Making this elbow-chair my throne, 

And you, performing what I bid, 

Do all, as if I nothing, did.” 

Crape heard, and speeded on his way ; 

With him to hear was to obey ; 

Not without trouble, be assured, 

A iffOpeT' proxy was procured 
jsefve's&a^ infemous intent. 
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Behold the grand procession go, i60i 

AU moving on, cat after kind, 

As if for motion ne’er design’d. 

Constables, whom the laws admit 
To keep the peace by breaking it ; 

Beadles, who hold the second place 
By virtue of a silver mace. 

Which every Saturday is drawn, 

For use of Sunday, out of pawn ; 

Treasurers, who with empty key 
Secure an empty treasury j lev 

Churchwardens, Who their course pursue 
In the same state, as to their pew 
Churchwardens of Stt Margaret go. 

Since Peirson taught them ipride and show ; 
Who in short, transient pomp appear. 

Like almanacks changed everj year j 
Behind whom, with unbroken locks, 

Charity carries the poor’s box. 

Hot knowing that with private keys 
They npa and shut it when they please j 152 
Overseer^ who by ^fi^ds enenre 
The heavy eurses of the . poor f ' 

Unclean came iocJghg, ;hnlis aiud heajB, 

Like by/pairs* , r 
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Stalk’d the Professor Sheridan, 

A man of wire, a mere pantine, 

A downright animal machine ; 

He Snows alone in proper mode 

How to take vengeance on an ode, issc 

And how to butcher Ammon’s son 

And poor Jack Dry den both in one : 

On all occasions next the chair 
He stands for service of the Mayor, 

And to instruct him how to use 
His A’s and B’s, and P’s and Q’s : 

O’er letters, into tatters worn, 

O’er syllables, defaced and torn, 

O’er words disjointed, and o’er sense, 

Left destitute of all defence, i640 

He strides ; and all the way he goes 
' Wades, deep in blood, o’er Criss-cross-rows : 
Before hdm every consonant 
In agonies is seen fo pant; 

Behind, in forms not to be known. 

Hie ghosts of tortured vowels groan. 

Next Hart and Duke, well worthy grace 
And City favour, came in place : 

No children can their toils engage ; * * 

Thek toils are turn’d to reverend age ; 

■\^en a court dame, to grace his brows 

ApiEtertie-llKyard %iire with movaye 
Maidi PaB6sai.''otie of Marshal Saxe’s '^3?^ 
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Eesolved, is wed to City-spouse, 

Their aid with Madam’s aid must join. 

The* awkward dotard to refine, 

And teach (whence truest glory flows) 

Grave sixty to turn out his toes. 

Each bore in hand a kit ; and each — 

To show how fit he was to teach 
A Cit, an Alderman, a Mayor — 

Led in a string a dancing hear. i 

Since the revival of Fingal, 

Custom — and custom’s all in all — • 
Commands that we should have regard> 

On ail high smsom^ to the bard. 

Great acts like these, by vulgar tongue 
Ptofimed, should not be said, but sung. 

Ihis to fill, renown’d in fame, 
and mighty Loekman came ; 
And--«6’^ forgot in Dulman’s reign, 

With proper order to maintain t 

The uniformity of pride,— 

Brother ^S^t^ead by his side. . 
/On pW^y paw’d the ground. 


oosortm^ ;i0a3d the rude' 
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Paraded at the coronation. isso 

Not so our city Dymoke came, 

Heavy, dispirited, and tame ; 

No raark of sense, his eyes half-closed, 

He on a mighty dray-horse dozed : 

Fate never could a horse provide 
So fit for such a man to ride. 

Nor find a man with striotest care, 

So fit for such a horse to bear. 

Hung round with instruments of death. 

The sight of him would stop the breath i69o 
Of braggart Cowardice, and make 
The very court Drawcansir quake ; 

With dirks, which, in the hands of Spite, 

Do their damn’d business in the night, 

From Scotland sent, but here display’d 
Only to fin up the parade ; 

With swords, unfiesh’d, of maiden hue. 

Which r%e or valour never drew; 

With blunderbusses, taught to ride 
Like pocket-pistols by his side, 16 oq ' 

In girdle stuck, he seem’d to be 
A little moving armoury. 

One thing much wanting to complete 
^ The sight, and make a perfect treat, 


Was, that the horse, (a courtesy 
In horses found of high degree) 


Instead of going forward on, 

AH the way backward should hav 
Horses, unless lhey Iwreeding la^ 
Some 
Though 




- ■* ' v:.' /*!•■*" ir:,7 
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Far, far apart from all the rest, 

Fit only for a standing jest. 

The independent, (can you get 
A better suited epithet !) 

The independent Amyand came. 

All burning with the sacred flame 
Of liberty, which well he knows 
On the great stock of slavery grows. leao 

Like sparrow, who, deprived of mate 
Snatch^ by the cruel hand of Fate, 

From spray to spray no more will hop, 

But sits alone on the house-top ; 

Or like himself, when all alone 
At Croydon^ he was heard to groan. 

Lifting both hands in the defence 
Of intei^t, and common sense ; 

Both hands, for as no other man 

Adopted and pursued his plan, leso 

The left hand had been lonesome quite. 

If he had not held up the right, — ^ 

Apart he came, and fix’d his ’eyes 
With rapture on a distant prize, 

On which, in letters worthy note. 

There, twenty thoujspdi|K>unds, w^ '^^ 

False' trap, for credit sapp’d is found - ^ 


G^rge and at this period 

among the most eminent - in the city Of London; 

the former was M.P, fpt Ba^sta^le, was .created a baroliet.' 
m 1764, and died in 1766C His title then descended to h^' 


.son, who afterwards took the name of CornwaiL The iatter 
s^^oint under-secretary of i^te, \ 
i'.n^erwards Lord HoUand. The Amy^ds"!^ 



]we|^t of their influence tb 
' ' ' in aE- the» PtopeyrTfeegoodeit|^ipj$^t^ ^ , 
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By getting twenty thousand pound : 

Nay, look not thus on nae, and stare, 

Doubting the certainty — to swear i64o 

In such a case I should be loath — 

But Perry Oust may take his oath. 

In plain and decent garb arrayed 
With the prim Quaker, Fraud, came Trade ; 
Connivance, to improve the plan 
Habited like a juryman. 

Judging as interest prevails. 

Came next, with measures, weights, and scales ; 
Extortion next, of hellish race, 

A cub most damn’d, to shew his face i660 

Forbid by fear but not by shame, 

Turn’d to a Jew, like Gideon. came; 

Corruption, Midas-like, behold 
Turning whate’er she touch’d to gold; 
Impotence, led by Lust, and Pride; 

^rutting with Pohton by her side; 


Mr. Peregrine Oast, an ^inent mercliant, pntK^ed 
an affidavit in d^ence of his own conduct and motives against 
the imputations of the “ North Briton,” and other popular 
or^ns. 

Sdmpsou Gideon, a jew broker of iimnenan 
who having been a staunch shpporter of Sir Robert 
in^^ his financial operations in the city, oonsider^ bhiicSf 
entitled to a baronetage, which Sir Robert was quite 
to concede; but strong prejudices then existsug.. 
qu^ce. of the Jews’ naturalization bill, George - 
declined conferHng it was, however, 

oh and' MiP, ffir 

adherence: was v 

Hish- '1 . 




<Joanty of 
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Hypocrisy, demure and sad, 

In garments of the priesthood clad, 

So well disguised, that you might swear, 
DeceiTed, a ver^^ priest was there ; m 

Bankruptcy, full of ease and health, 

And wallowing in well-saved wealth. 

Came sneering through a ruin’d ban^ 

And bringing B in her hand ; 

Victory, hanging down her bead. 

Was by a Highland stallion led ; 

Peace, clothed in sables, with a face 
Which witness’d sense of huge disgrace, 
Which spake a deep aiid rooted shame 
Both of herself and of Iw 
Mounaii^ cre^ on, aiQd, :MuBh^, feete. 

War, grim W^, treading on her 4^ , 

Pale Grodit, shaken* by the arts 

Of men with bad heads and worse hearts, 

Taking no notice of a band 

Which near her were ordain’d to stand, 

Well nigh destroy’d by sickly fit, 

L<x)Fd v^dstM ah aromd^^l^^ 

Preedbrh— at that most brow'd name 


My spirits mount into a fijame. 

Each pube b^ts high, 

. And 

4 "" 4 Ereedom came Was 

>'■> '■ When the sky, wMcfe.affear-d-^jsereae ' ■' 
gay before, 

<sacfSB- ^ 
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Horror bestrode a foreign blast, 

And from the prison of the North, 

To Freedom deadly, storms burst forth. i69o 
A^ar like those, in which, we’re told, 

Our wild forefathers warr’d of old, 

Loaded with death, six horses bear 
Through the blank region of the air. 

Too fierce for time or art to tame, 

They pour’d forth mingled smoke and flame 
From their wide nostrils ; every steed 
Was of that ancient savage breed 
Which fell Geryon nursed ; their food 
The flesh of man, their drink his blood. noo 
On the first horses, ill-match’d pair, 

This fat and sleek, that lean and bare, 

Came ill-match’d riders side by side. 

And Poverty was yoked with Pride ; 

Union most strange it must appear, 

Till other Unions make it clear. 

Next in the gall of bitterness, 

With rage, which words can ill-express, 

With unforgiving rag«, which springs 

From a false zeal for holy things, ino 

Wearing such robes as prophets wear, 

False prophets placed in Peter’s chair, 

On which, in characters of fire, 

Shapes antic, horrible, and dire 
Inwoven flamed ; where, to the view, - 
In groh^ appear’d a rabble crew ; ■ 

Of sainted devils ; where, all round,.- - 
Vile relics of vile men were foun^ . ■ > . y 

Who, worse than 

Perform’d Ihe work of ' iTse 
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Jugglers, Inquisitors, and Popes, 

Pointing at axes, wheels, and ropes, 

And engines, framed on horrid plan. 

Which none but the destroyer, man 
Could, to promote his selfish views, 

Have head to make or heart to use ; 

Bearing, to consecrate her tricks, 

In her left hand a crucifix — 

Remembrance of eur dying Lord ; 

And in her right a two-edged sword ; * i7S0 

Having her brows, in impious sport. 

Adorn’d with words of high import. 

On earth peace, amongst men, good wiH’ ; 

Inve bearing, and forfsearing sti^ 

AH wrote in the hesdPs b|oqd of tJboee 
Who rather death than falsehood chose r 
On her breast, (where, in days of yore. 

When God loved Jews, the High West wore 
Those oracles which were decreed 
To instruct and^ guide the chosen seed) 1740 
Having with glory clad and strength. 

The Wirgin pictured at fiill length, 

Whilst at her feet, in small powtray'd. 

As scarce worth notice, Ohrist wa® laid^ 


Came Superstition, fierce and fell,:; 

An imp detested, e’en in hell 
Her eye ipfiamed, hot ®dl o’^er 
Foully besmeapd with human gore. 
O’er heaps of manned sfdnts she rode ; 
Fast at her heels Death proudly strode, 

*73B The BafibTujlj a plate coinposed of 
" the High Priest of the Jews hop 
xxviiL , .. ■- 


■ . 3, *. ' 


.M5»- 
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And grimly smiled, well pleased to see 
Such, havoc of mortality: » 

Close by her side, on mischief bent, 

And urging on each bad intent, 

To its full bearing, savage, wild, 

The mother fit of such a child, 

Striving the empire to advance 
Of Sin and Death, came Ignorance. 

With looks, where dread command was placed, 
And sovereign power by pride disgraced ; neo 
Where, loudly witnessing a mind 
Of savage, more than human kind ; 

Not choosing to be loved, but fear’d ; 

Mocking at right. Misrule appear’d, 

With eyeballs glaring fiery red, 

Enough to strike beholders dead : 

Gnashing his teeth, and in a flood 
Pouring corruption forth and blood 
From his chafed jaws ; without remorse 
Whipping, and spurring on his horse, 

Whose sides, in their own blood embayed, 

E’en to the bone were open Imd, 


Came Tyranny, disdaining awe. 

And trampling over sense and law. 

One thing, and only one, he knew, 

One object only would pursue; 

Though less (so low doth passion bringy , 
Than man, he would be more than kin g. ^ i 


With every arg^uiient and art 
Which might corrupt the head 

Companion in^e|^ ' ' 

Winning 'his -carri^;.^ - 



190 


THE POEMS OF CHURCHILL. 


Employed, whilst it conceal’d, a hook ; 

When simple most, most to be fear’d ; 

Most crafty, when no craft appear’d ; 

His tales no man like him could tell ; 

His words, which melted as they fell. 

Might even a hypocrite deceive,* 

And make an infidel believe, 1790 

Wantonly cheating o’er and o’er 
Those who had cheated been before. 

Such Flattery came, in evil hour, 

Poisoning the royal ear of power; 

And, grown by prostitution great, 

Would be first minister of state. 

Within the chariot, all alone. 

High seated on a fcind of throne. 

With pebbles graced, a figure came. 

Whom Justice would, but dare not, name, isoo 
Hard times when Justice without fear 
Dare not bring forth to public ear 
The names of those who dare offend 
’Gainst justice, and pervert her end ! 

But, if the Muse afford me grace. 

Description shall supply the place. 

In foreign garments he was elad^ 

Sage ermine o’er the glosi^ plaid 
Cast reverend honour ; on h© heart. 

Wrought by the msnom hand of Art, isio 
In silver wro^^st, mi brighter far 
Than heavenly orthaai eaa?th%r star, 


Alladhig to tbeE^uicf 
for tlie Pretender. HSs brother -ytiss m ^ 
of the exiled and to^ 

dan, in measnree'^r 
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Shone a White Rose, the emblem dear 
Of him he ever must revere, 

Of that dread lord, who, with his host 
Of faithful native rebels lost, 

Like those black spirits doom’d to hell, 

At once from power and virtue fell : 

Around his clouded brows was placed 
A bonnet, most superbly graced isso 

With mighty thistles, nor forgot 
The sacred motto — Touch me not.” 

In the right hand a sword he bore 
Harder than adamant, and more 
Fatal than winds which from the mouth 
Of the rough North invade the South ; 

The reeking blade to view presents 
The blood of helpless innocents, 

And on the hilt, as meek become 
As lambs before the shearers dumb, isso 

With downceist eye, and solemn show 
Of deep, unutterable woe, 

Mourning the time when Freedom reign’d. 

Fast to a rock was Justice chain’d. 

In his left hand, in wax imprest, 

With bells and gewgaws idly drest, 

An image,' cast in baby mould, 

He held, and seem’d o’erjoy’d to hold: 

On this he fix’d his eyes ; to this 
Bowing, he gave the loyal kiss, 

And, ;&J* reb^ion fully ripe, ^ 

Seem’d to desirAthe' antitype; : 

What if to ■ 

His 
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And shake his constancy of mind ? 

Scorning such weak and petty chains, 

Faithful to James he still remains 
Though he the friend of George appear : ^ 

Dissimulation’s virtue here. iseo 

Jealous and mean, he with a frown 
Would awe, and keep all merit down ; 

Nor would to truth and justice bend. 

Unless out-bullied by his friend : 

Brave with the coward, with the brave 
He is himself a coward slave : 

Awed by his fears, he has no heart 
To tai,e a great an^npan part^t. 

Mines In a subtle train spring, • ^ ^ 

And, secret^ saps the ^s nf kii^ga; - ^ . .xseo 

But not e’en there eontinu^ Him- 
^Gainst the resistance of a worm : 

Born in a country, where the will 
Of one is law to all, he still 
Retain’d the infection, with full aim 
To spread it wheresoe’er he came; 

Freedom he hated, law defied, 

The prostitute of power and pride; 

Law he with ease exr^ns away, ' 

And leads bewilder’d Sense astray; mo 

Much to the credit of his br#n, v 
Puzzles the cause he can’t, u^intai^^ 1 
Proceeds on most familiar grounds. 

And where he can -t; convince eonfounds; 

Talents of rarest stamp and size> 

To Nature false, he misapplies^ . iV / ' 

.41 44d turns to poison.wh^ was-; sent - , .. : 

Jr;';^95rj]^pos6s of nourishment., : , ^ 1 ' 
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Paleness, not such as on his wings 
The messenger of sickness brings, isso 

But such as takes its coward rise 
From conscious baseness, conscious vice, 
O’erspread his cheeks ; disdain and pride, * 

To upstart fortunes ever tied, 

Scowl’d on his brow ; within his 
Insidious, lurking like a spy. 

To caution principled by fear. 

Not daring open to appear, 

Lodged covert mischief : passion hung 
On his lip quivering : on his tongue im 

Fraud dwelt at large : within his breast 
All that makes villain found a nest : 

All that, on hell’s completest plan. 

E’er join’d to damn the heart of mam 
Soon as the^oar reach’d land, he rose. 

And vrith . 

•& than elsewher©, to make 


The very stoutest quail and <piake, r ^ osw .:. 
/He cast hia baleful eyes arbundi , . . ' i ■ s | 
Fix’d without motion td the ^oun^ . ’ ' j - 

Fear waiting on surpriad^ 

And horror chill’d their 

-^Ifo'more fe thought of pomp^ ^ ^ 




' 
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Or both, direct a proper course 
To make this savage monster tame. 

Or send him back the way he came ? 

What neither art, nor force, nor both. 

Could do, a Lord of foreign growth, 

A Lord to that base wretch allied 
In country, not in vice and pride, 

Effected ; from the self-same land, 

(Bad news for our blaspheming band laao 

Of scribblers, but deserving Rote) 

The poison came and. antido*^ ; 

Abashed, the monster hung hk head, 

And Ike an empty vision Sed ; 

His tr$i% . . 

■ ,i&s’d 

To love^^ streams, dissolv^ in air j 
Joy, who from absence seem’d^mor© ffiir, 

Came smiling, freed from slavish awe ; 

Loyalty, liberty, and Law, i^so 

Impatient of the gall i ng chain, 

And yoke of power, resumed their reign ; 

And, burnmg with the ^ritms ffame 
Of pubEe virtimyAian^bBld,^©^^ 


^ Tiiie clever art^fi^ by whict ITie a 

mam whom Chmrchill Ima jost beem Sat ®me ^ his 

most ferocious- diatribee^is.alfctia^^ to the 

very object.c^ have 1^ 

by the poet to scre^' me H ceajfejmly 

adds point to his satire. * ' ' ■ 
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^ HIS Poem was written in 1764, on the contest 
between the Earls of Hardwicke and Sandwich 
for the High-stewardship of the University of 
Cambridge, vacant by the death of the Lord 
Chancellor Hardwicke. The spirit of party 
ran h'igh in the University, and no means were left untried 
by either candidate to obtain a majority. The election wasf 
fixed for the 30th of March, when, after much altercation, 
the votes appearing equal, a scrutiny was demanded ; "where- 
upon the Vice-Chancellor adjourned the senate sine die. On 
appeal to the Lord High-Chancellor, he determined in fa- 
vour of the Earl of Hardwicke, and a mandamus was issued 
accordingly. 

Amohg' the ifee&es of characters attfi-btited to the Earl 

Ghesteirield, is otxe ef Lead, Sandwichy in which ^e"^ fol- 
lowing passage occurs 

“Th^^ art of robbing vice of its dlsgfist, and throwing 
around it the mantle of convivial pleasure, belongs in airet^, , 
peculiar manner to this nobleman. I understand, that heuftf ; 
his youth to the present time, he has proceeded 
Triform, uh^ushing course of debauchery and >' 

HiS'Canversatiott is, chiefly tinctured with unchaste 
. sions and indecent aUusions; and some have assured me 
t£ these were to be omitted by him, much of his wi^;^. J 
leasts what is called his wit, would be lost.^^ 

renieinbered that it wasl^ord Sand^^^^^ 
th'9 Eaa?l of March (afterw^^’^J® 

- ^ of; tise.Hqf' 

’ ’ hsch •hte’< 




y-": 
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ENOUGH of Actors— let theifi play the 
player, 

And, free from eertsure, fret, sweat, 
stmt, and stare. - t . 
Garrick abroad, what motives can engage' 

To waste one couplet on a barren stage f 
Ungrateful Garrick ! when these tasty days, 

In Justice to themselves, allow’d thee praise ; 
When, at thy bidding, Sense, for twenty years 
Indulged in laughter, or dissolved in tears; 

When, in return for labour, time, and health, 

The town had given some little share of wealth, lo 
Couldst thou repine at being still a slave ? 


^ (Sarrick, in September, 1763, d€tennmed to visit the 
Continent. He rightly judged a temporary ab^ 

sence the town would, npon cbmpaiison with other actors, 
appreciate hk snpenbrity, and greet his return with re- 
doubled pleasure. lu tMs he was not disappointed ; when, 
he returned in April, 1765, his first appearance was honoured 
by the presence of the king* The. joy pf the audience was 
eocpressed by unbounded acclamations, reputed at intervals 
; his recitation of a prologue written by the 

His ibreign tour had been of 
f his miamer and style of act^k % l 

■■■ 
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Couldst thou repine at laws ordain’d by those 
Whoin notihing but thy merit made thy foes ? 
Whom, too refined for honesty and trade. 

By need made tradesmen, pride had bankrupts made; 
Whom fear made drunkards, and, by modem rides, 
Whom drink made wits, though Nature made 
them fools. 

With such, beyond all pardon is thy crime. 

In such a manner, and at such a time, 30 

To quit the stage ; but men of real sense. 

Who neithftr lightly give, nor take offence. 

Shall own thee clear, or pass an act of grace. 
Since thou hast left a Powell in thy place. 

Enough of Authors — why, when scribblers fail. 
Must other scribblers spread the hateful tale ? 
Why must they pity, why contempt express. 

And why insult a brother in distress ? 

Let those, who bc^ast; the uncommon gift of brains 
The Murel pluck, afid wear it for their pains ; so 


**; WiHiam Powell, a pupil of Garrick^ aud next to iiifia 
and Harry, tbdmost popular perforwer on the stage,. ]0Ks 
first appearance in Philaster captivated the public, and, this 
theatrical phenomenon (for so he was called) mp^ .to 
supply the chasm occasioned by his master^ ab^en^s^ tod 
during two years was the great pillar of the theatre.. 
wds endowed with great sensibility. If ever he displeasedr 
it was from want of judgment. He occasionally rai^!^ ^£§d'^ 
blustered ; . would sometimes whine and blubber, 

: when .he ipeant to be pathetic, . . . ; , 

■ ‘^'r^ in aje^nr. to thus writes, of ,P^ 

and naore fiaA: ’ 
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Fresh on their brows for ages let it .bloom, 

And, ages past, still flourish round their tomb. 
Let those who without genius write, and write, 
Versemen or prosemen, aU in Nature^s spite, 

The pen laid down, their course of folly run 
In peace, unread, unmention’d be undone. 

Why should I tell, to cross the will of Fate, 

That Francis once endeavour’d to translate ? 

Why, sweet oblivion winding round his head. 
Should I recaJ poor Murphy from the dead ? 

Why may not Langhome, simple in hi#Jiay, 
Eflusim • 

Or ^eep ■■■ 

Seep £hcfess<Qrfc‘ii^t^^ . 

Secure Imt- 

of l^ti^shnlet them> if theyr^^ea^'#: ; 
F^nd of new, pomp, each month' pass 
Wide and extensive be their infant stable, 
subjects many, and those 

^ .as soiind' 

■-With lo^Wferwri^^. 





BevJ'P^I^ Bsfe&^t^the'traBshitor of Horace, often 

of 'l^tasrcfc :^e ifne aathiiiv 

■ Veise :'*<S8&dv'^ ^ 
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Though, other rules uukaown, one rule they hold, 
To deal out so much praise for so much gold : eo 
Though Soot with Scot, in damned close intrigues, 
Against the commonwealth of letters leagues ; 
Uncensured let them pilot at the helm, 

And rule in letters, as they ruled the realm : 

Ours he the curse, the mean, tame coward^s curse, 
(Nor could ingenious Malice make a worse. 

To do our sense, and honour deep despite) 

To credit what they say, read what they write. 

Enough' of Scotland — ^let her rest in peace ; 69 
The cause removed, effects of course should cease. 
Why should I tell how Tweed, too mighty grown. 
And proudly swelled with waters not his own, 
Burst o’er his hanks, and, hy destruction led, 

O^er our faint England desolation spread, 

Whilst, riding on his waves, Ambition, plumed 
In tenfold pri^,^the port of Bute assumed, 

Now tjiat livm^jgod^ convineed^ thoi^h late. 
And jieMing, thongh -reluctantly, to Fate, 

Bolds his ^alr course, and with more humhle tides^ 
ia tribute to the sea, as usual, gHdes ? * ^ 

J!n<»[^ of States, and such like trifling things j 
Enough of kinglings, and enough of kings 5 f 
Htoeforth, secure let ambush’d statesmen f 
Spread the court web, and catch the patriot; ^4; 
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’Tis tie foors curse at random to believe. ^ 

Would those, who, by opinion placed on high, 
Stand fair and perfect in their country’s eye, 
Maintain that honour, let me in their ear 
Hint this essential doctrine-^Persevere. 

Should they (which Heaven forbid) to vrin the grace 
Of some proud courtier, or to gain a place, 

Their king and country sell, with endless shame 
The avenging Muse shall mark each trait’rous name; 
But if, to honour true, they scorn to bend, loi. 
And, proudly honest, hold out to the end. 

Their grateful country shall their fame record. 
And I mysdif descend to praise a lord. 

Enough of — with^good and honest men 

HTis a#icnn^# 

a shall his name adore, 

Whi hev W aotvand I can write no more. 
En^and may prove ungrateful and unjust, 109 
Bat fostering France shall ne’er betray her trtmt r 
a hra?ve debt .'which gods on men impose, 

Jo pay praise the merit e’en of foes. 

Warn ^ wnm AmOcar’s race 

tremble to’ her b^,. 
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O’er which philosophers in raptures dream ; 

Of which with seeming disregard they write, 119 
Then prizing most,- when most they seem to slight; 
Vain proof of folly tinctured strong with pride ! 
What man can from himself himself divide ? 

For me, (nor dare I lie) my leading aim 
(Conscience first satisfied) is love of fame 5 
Some little fame derived from some brave few, 
Who prizing Honour, prize her votaries too. 

Let all (nor shall resentment fiush my cheek) 
Who know me well, what they know, freely speak, 
So those (the greatest curse I meet below) 

Who know me not, may not pretend to know, iso 
Let none of those, whom, bless’d with parts 
above 


My feeble genius, stiH I dare to love. 

Doing more mischief than a thousand foes, 
Posthumous nonsense to the world expose, 

And call it mine, for mine, though never known, 
Or whi<^, if mine, I living blush’d to own. 

Know the worldy^no greedy heir shall find, 

Die when I will, one couplet left behind. 

Let none of those, whom I despise though great^ 
Ptetending friendship to give malice weight/ 
Publish my life ; let no false, sneaking peer, 
(Some such there are) to win the public e®r, - - 
Hand me to shame with some vile anecdote, .:, / 


before bis death, destroyed 
BCtipts, e^E^ptmg the Dedica,tion to his Sed^^li^ 

^Uny’a Letter^’.wp 

3 ^^^. Swift,; 
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Nor soul-gall’d bishop damn me with a note. 

Let one poor sprig of bay around my head 
Bloom whilst I live, and point me out when dead ; 
Let it, (may Heaven, indulgent, grant that prayer) 
Be planted on my grave, nor wither there; ' 

And when, on travel bound, some rh 3 aning guest 
Roams through the Churchyard, whilst his dinner’s 
drest, 

Let it hold up this comment to his eyes — 

Life to the last enjoy’d, here Churchill lies ; 

Whilst (0, what joy that pleasing flattery ^ves I) 
Reading my WoAs,^ he mee-^H^fJkur^h® lives. 
Eaough of Satire-^m less, harden’d times 

Fve read Sf men, b^nond man’s daring hawe, 

Who yet have 4are!nibied at the strokes gave 
Whose souls have Mt more terrible alarms 
From her one line, than from a world in arms ; i 60 
When in her faithful and immortal page 


They saw transmitted dovm from age to age 
Recorded villains, and each spotted name = 
Branded vsdth marks; of everlasting . shame^ 
Suceeedi^ vSiaw soii^t her fri^d, 

But in aa agey when ^jtions ar© aHo^dr 
"Which strike all honour de^> ^d csnnies :^Tow*d 
Too ternhle,fr) e^tffer:;^reportj , ; , v 




Avowed and pra^d fey rOen who stain a eou3::t, jiyo 
ij^pp’d by Ihearm of Vice, feigh-joj^^ . 

, ' * Tlio rea^i har^ re<|^?e& k ^ to reimi^i Mln' 

is tiie tlm t 

line is te 
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High-bred, high-stationM, holds rebuke in scorn ; 
When she is lost to every thought of fame ; 

And, to all virtue dead, is dead to shame ; 

When Prudence a much easier task must hold 
To make a new world, than reform the old, 

Satire throws by her arrows on the ground. 

And if she cannot cure, she will not wound. 

Come, Panegyric— though the Muse disdains, 
Founded on truth, to prostitute her strains iso 
At the base instance of those men, who hold 
No argument but power, no god but gold, 

Yet, mindful that from heaven she drew her birth, 
She scorns the narrow maxims of this earth ; 
Virtuous herself, brings Virtue forth to view, 

And loves to praise, where praise is justly due. 

Come, Panegyric — in a former hour. 

My soul with pleasure yielding to thy power ; 

Thy shrine^^ I j I pra/d; hut wanton air, 

Wen bM altars': whilst I took my stands , 181 

The'pen of .truth and honour in my hand,, - 
F€tte,:naeditatmg! wrath Against me and ;piine, ^ 
Chid my fond zeal, and thwarted mj demgn; 1 
Whilst, Hayter brought too quickly to his** ^dj ^ ^ 
I lost a subject and mankind a friend; ' ' , " 


-4*® Dr.. Thomas Hayter, Bishop of Norwfeh,- 
natural son of Blackbouni, Archbihop of 
fee ^jaadated to the See of , 
bo^ef body were stBl iu'?^^ 





'■r-i- 
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Come, Panegyric — bending at thy throne, 

Thee and thy power my soul is proud to own : 

Be thou my kind protector, thou my guide, 

And lead me safe through passes yet untried. 

Broad is the road, nor difficult to j&nd,; 200 

Which to the house of Satire leads mankind ; 
Narrow, and unfrequented, are the ways. 

Scarce found out in an age, which lead to Praise. 

What though no theme I choose of vulgar note, 
Nor wish to write as brother bards have wrote. 

So mild, so meek in praising, that they seem 
Afraid to wake their patrons from a dream ? 

What though a theme I choose, which might. demand 
The nicest touches of a inast^^ h #4 1 ■ ^ ^ aio 
Yet, if the inwe^d workhigs of ir^ soid . , * ■ 
Deceive me npt^ I shall attain the goal. 

And Envy shall behold, in triumph raised, 

The poet praising, and the patron praised. . 

W^at patron shall I choose? shall public voi(^. 
Or private knowledge, influence my choice? 

Shall I prefer the grand retreat of Stowe, ^ 

Or, seeking patriots, to friend Wildman’s go ? 

ToWildman’si” cried Disor^icto, (who had heard, 
Gose standing at my elbow, evei^' word) mo 

To Wildman’s I art thou mad? canst thon^ stire 

217 Then the magmfic^at of Earl TempJe,' and after- 
Tvards of the Duhe of ^ 

The minority, wfthi:^e'1^ of Devonshire at their 
head, establidied a society at a tavern kept by one Wildman, 
a brother-in-law of Mr. J. H. Tooke. This institution was 
i^pnded merely to keep the party together, without entering 
into, any political discnssions. On ^e apostacy of mMty C? \ 
:^e;iJQtembers, the association dwindled away ; aniLrije4^a^<it» 
Duke of Devonshire occasioned the dissolutiph 
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One moment there to have thy head secure ? 

Are they not all (let observation tell) 

All mark’d in characters as black as hell ; 

In Doomsday book, by ministers set down, 

Who style their pride the honour of the crown ? 
Make no reply — ^let reason stand aloof — 
Presumptions here must pass as solemn proof. 
That settled faith, that love which ever springs 
In the best subjects, for the best of kings, 230 
Must not be measured now, by what men think. 
Or say, or do — by what they eat and drink ; 
Where and with whom, that question’s to be tried 
And statesmen are the judges to decide ; 

No juries call’d, or, if call’d, kept in awe ; 

They, facts confess’d, in themselves vest the law. 
Each dish at Wildman’s of sedition smacks 5 
Blasphemy may be gospel at Almack’s.” 

Peace, good Discretion! peace — thy fears are 
vain; 

Ne’er v^ill I herd with Wildman’s factious train ; 
Never the vengeance of the great incur, 241 


The first famous Almack^ a noted Tory club-house in 
PallMaU, 

^ -was a wine-merchant, and originally jk^t 

a coffee-house in Bedford Street, Corent Garden, which 
frequented by the most vehement of Wilkes’s supporters jcoi 
Westminster. In 1765, he obtained the situation M 
of the win^cellar in the royal household. 

W2d?nan with Gay and Cotes acted subordk^^l 
the discr^table dispute between John 
^ Home ^;^eirv^d& Topke}, about som^ old 


for: MSOQi i 
worldL 
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Nor, without might, against the mighty stir. 

If, from long proof, my temper you distrust. 
Weigh my profession, to my gown he just ; 

Dost thou one parson know so void of grace 
To pay his court to patrons out of place ? 

If stil] you doubt (though scarce a doubt remains) 
Search through my altered heart, and try my reins ; 
There, searching, find, nor deem me now in sport, 
A convert made by Sandwich to the court. 260 
Let madmen follow error to the end, 

I, of mistakes convinced, and proud to mend. 
Strive to act better, being better taught, 

Nor blush to own 
For such 'a dhjmge as this^f^' 

My heart was honest, but my- 

Bigot to no one man, or set of men, '■ ■ ■: 
Without one selfkh view, I drew my pen ; 

My country ask^d, or seem’d to ask, my aid, 
Obedient to that call, I left off trade ; 

A side I chose, and on that side was strong, 

Tili time hath fairly proved me in the wrong ; 
Convinced, I change, (can any man do more ?) 
And have not greater patriots ? 

Changed, f at once (can any man do its 
Without a single blush, that 
Confess ;it with a manly kind orpri^ 

And quit the losingf for the -winning side^ 
Granting, whilst virtuous Sandwich holds the rdmt; 
. Bute for ages might have sought in vain. 27« 

Montagu, fourth Earl of Sandwich, was,' in Sept 
pointed one of the principal Secretaries of State 
fed, at different periods, the soubriquets of Lotharie 
the Fair Penitent, and of iFeiaiinyTwitche] 
^ Beggaril Operaa. ; ^ 


260 





THE CANDIDATE. 


207 


Hail, Sandwich— -nor shall Wilkes resentment 
show, 

Hearing the praises of so brave a foe! 

Hail, Sandwich — nor, through pride, shalt thou 
refuse 

The grateful tribute of so mean a Muse — 
Sandwich, all hail — ^when Bute with foreign hand, 
Grown wanton with ambition, scourged the land ; 
When Soots, or slaves to Scotsmen, steered the helm; 
WThen peace, inglorious peace, disgraced the realm, 
Distrust, and general discontent prevail’d ; 

But when,^ (he best knows why) his spirits fail’d ; 
When, with a sudden panic struck, he fled, ssi 
Sneak’d out of power, and hid his miscreant head ; 
When, like a .Mars, (fear order’d to retreat) 

We saw thee nimbly vault into his seat, 

Into the seat of power, at one bold leap, 

A perfect connoisseur in statesmanship ; 

When, like another Machiavel, we saw’ 

Thy fingers twisting, and untwisting law. 
Straining, where godlike Reason bade, and where 
She warranted thy mercy, pleased to spare; 

Saw thee resolved, and fix’d (come what come might) 
To do thy God, thy king, thy country right ; - ‘ 

All things were changed ; suspense remain’d no 
more; , 

Ctertainty reign’d where doubt had re^’d be&re'r 
All Mi thy virtues, and all knew their 
* : -fiittdiiig'tbe wbole Eng^sh 
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yOi&t virtues such as thine must needs produce. 

Thy foes (for honour ever meets with foes) 

Too mean to praise, too fearful to oppose, 

In sullen silence sit; thy friends (some few, 299 
Who, friends to thee, are friends to honour too) 
Plaud thy brave bearing, and the Commonweal 
Expects her safety from thy stubborn zeal. 

A place amongst the rest the Muses claim, 

And bring this free-will offering to thy fame ; 

To prove. their virtue, make thy virtues known, 
And, holding up thy feme, secure their own. 

Prom, his youth upwards to the present 4 ®y? 
When vices,; moro than ’y - 


When riotote 

Si|Aesiffe^sfrailgfess,iet^^ 

tJnnamdfol from what stock he drew 1 ^ 1 )^ 

lintainted with one deed of real worth, 


Lothario, holding honour at no price. 

Folly to folly added, vice to* vice ; 

Wrought sin with greediness, and sought for sh^tg 
With greater zeal than good men seek for fame. 

Where (reason left without the least defence) 
Laughter was mirth, obscenity was sense ; 
Where Impudence made Decency submit ; s 
Where noise Was humour, and where whim was wi 


Where rude, uhtemper^d license had the merit 
Of liberty, and lunacy was spirit ; 

^ Where the best things were ever held the Y^rsi 
Lothario was, with justice, always first, 
whip a top, to knuckle down at taw, 
upon a gate, to ri^lh straw, 
push-pin with dull brother peers, 



THE CANDIDATE. 


209 


To belch out catches in a porter’s ears, 

To reign the monarch of a midnight cell, 

To be the gaping chairman’s oracle, 380 

Whilst, in most blessed union, rogue and whore 
Clap hands, huzza, and hiccup out Encore ; 

Whilst gruy Authority, who slumbers there 
In robes of watchman’s fur, gives up his chair ; 
With midnight howl to bay the affrighted moon. 
To walk with torches through the streets at noon ; 
To force plain nature from her usual way, 

Each night a vigil, and a blank each day ; 

To match for speed one feather ’gainst another. 

To make one leg run races with his brother ; 340 

’Gainst all the rest to take the northern wind, 
Bute to ride first, and he to ride behind ; 

To coin newfangled wagers, and to lay ’em. 

Laying to lose, and losing not to pay ’em, — 
Lothario, on that stock which nature gives, 
W'ithout a rival stands, though March yet lives. 

When Folly, (at that name in duty bound. 

Let subject myriads kneel, and kiss the ground, 
Whilst they who in the presence upright stand 
Are held as rebels through the loyal land) sso 
Queen every where, but most a queen in courts. 
Sent forth her heralds, and proclaim’d her sports; 
Bade fool with fool on her behalf engage. 

And prove her right to reign from age to age, 
Lothfitrio, great above the common size, . 

With all engaged, and won from all the prize ; v 
Her cap he wears, which from his youth he "wore, 
And every day deserves it more and 

Nor in su^ limijjp|ests his ; 

may share, Inft’caii’t^ijSGigi^^ ; ^ 

TOit. n. ' n ‘ • 
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Yice, bold, substantial Vice puts in her claim, 

And stamps him perfect in the books of shame* 
Observe his foUies 'weU, and you would swear 
Folly had been his first, his only care ; 

Observe his vices, you’ll that oath disown. 

And swear that he was born for vice alone. 

Is the soft nature of some hapless maid. 

Fond, easy, full of faith, to be betray’d ; 

Must she, to virtue lost, be lost to fame, sei 

And he who wrought her guilt declare her shame 
Is some brave friend, who, men but little known. 
Deems every heart as honest as his own, 

And, free himself, in others fears no guile. 

To be ensnared, and ruin’d with a smile ; 

Is law to be perverted from her, course ; 

Is abject fraud to league with brutal force ; 

Is freedom to be crush’d, and every son 
Who dares maintain her cause, to be undone ; 

Is base corruption, creeping through the land. 

To plan, and work her ruin, underhand, 3 

Witfr regular approaches, sure, though slow ; 

Or must she perish by a single blow ; 

Are kings--“Who trust to servants, and depend 
In servants (fond, vain thought!) t6 find a friend- 
To be abused, and made to draw th^fr breath 
In darkness thi<^er than the shades of ; 


Is God’s most h«dy frame to be profanedj^ 

His word rejected^ and his laws arraign’ d, 

His servants scorfr4 ^ drejpa^d, 

His service laugh’d at, and his Son blasphemed 


i , Aje debauchees in wrals to premde-; 

to take an .Atheist frch^'gnil 




^ Tiie first Ih^ ^ 


"iv'&Mtir 
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Is Science hy a blockhead to be led ; 

Are states to totter on a drunkard^s head ; — 

To answer all these purposes, and more, 

More black than ever villain planned before. 

Search earth, search hell, the devil cannot find 
An agent, like Lothario, to his mind. 

Is this nobility, which, sprung from kings, 

Was meant to swell the power from whence it springs ? 
Is this the glorious produce, this the fruit, 40i 
Which Nature hoped for from so rich a root ? 
Were there but two, (search all the world around) 
Were there but two such nobles to be found, 

The very name would sink into a term 
Of scorn,. and man would rather be a worm 
Than be a lord : but Nature, full of grace. 

Nor meaning birth and titles to be base, 

Made only one, and having made him, swore, 

In mercy to mankind, to make no more : 4io 

Nor stopped she there, but, like a generous Mend, 
The ills which error caused, she strove to mend, 
And having brought Lothario forth to view. 

To save her credit, brought forth Sandwich too. 

Gods ! with what joy, what honest joy of heart, 
Blunt as I am, and void of every art, 

Of every art which great ones in the state 
Practise on knaves they fear, and fools they hate, 
To titles with reluctance taught to bend. 

Nor prone to think that virtues can deso^^, 420 
Do I bethold (a sight, alas! more rare 
Than hcpesty could wish) the noble W’Oar 
His father^s hetioij^, when his 
They’re his by virfco, not bj bi^tjh^one^ 

When he reo^ his father ^ grave, 
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And pays with interest back that fame he gave : 
Cured of her splenetic and sullen fits/ 

To such a peer my willing soul submits. 

And to such virtue is more proud to yield 
Than Against ten titled rogues to keep the field. 
Such, (for that truth e^en envy shall allow) 431 
Such Wyndham was, and such is Sandwich now. 

0 gentle Montagu, in blessed hour 
Didst thou start up, and climb the stairs of power ; 
England of all her fears at once was eased, 

Nor, ^mongst her many foes was one displeased : 
France heard the news, and told it cousin Spain ^ 
Spain heard, and told it cousin France again ; 

The Hollander relinquish’d his design 

Of adding spice to spice, and mine to mine ; 440 

Of Indian villanies he thought no more, 

Content to rob us on our native shore : 

Awed by thy fame, (which winds with open mouth 
Shall blow from east to west, from north to south/ 
The western world shah yield us her increase, 

And her wild sons be soften’d into peace ; 

Rich eastern monarchs shall exhaust their stores, 
And pour unbounded wealth on Albion’s shores ; 
Unbounded wealth, which from those golden soeneg 
And all acquired by b^^nourable means> 45 

^me honomsabie chief shall hither 
To pay our set the nation clear. 

Nabobs thejaskves> aliiBred by thy refoWTi; 


^ Tbe afiEaire of tbo East India Company were at tt 
itwio in oomjdote confosioiL India was mismanaged by 1 
"'"'‘‘‘nroby perbaps more oppressive than any. other ifpTot: 
has ever esdsted. The beoamo 

|pnlterB down of kn^s; 

i puppets ctf the comw^ £'5-> / ‘j' 
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Shall pay due homage to the English crown ; 

Shall freely as their king our king receive — 
Provided the Directors give them leave. 

Union at home shall mark each rising year, 

Nor taxes be complain’d of, though severe ; 

Envy her own destroyer shall become, 459 

And Faction with her thousand mouths be dumb ; 
With the meek man thy meekness shall prevail. 
Nor with the spirited thy spirit fail : 

Some to thy force of reason shall submit. 

And some' be converts to thy princely wit; 
Reverence for thee shall stiU a nation’s cries, 

A grand concurrence crown a grand excise : 

And unbelievers of the first degree, 

Who have no faith in God, have faith in thee. 

When a strange jumble, whimsical and vain. 
Possess’d the region of each heated brain ; 470 

When some were fools to censure, some to praise, 
And all were mad, but mad in different ways ; 
When commonwealthsmen, starting at the shade 
Which in their own wild fancy had been made, 

Of tyrants dream’d, who wore a thorny crown. 
And with state bloodhounds hunted Freedom down; 
When others, struck with fancies not less vain. 
Saw mighty kings by their own subjects slain, 
And, in each friend of liberty and law. 

With horror big, a future Cromwell saw, «o 

Thy manly zeal stept forth, bade discord ^eeas^ 

And sung each jarring atom into peace. * : * 

Liberty, cheer’d by thy all-cheering 

Shall, waking froip her trance, liv^earo i^^ di© ; 

And, patronized^y thee. Prerogative 

Shall, striding forth at large, not die^ but live ; 
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Whilst Privilege, hung betwixt earth and sky, 
Shall not well know whether to live or die. 

When on a rook which overhung the flood, 48 
And seemM to totter, Commerce shivering stood ; 
When Credit, building on a sandy shore. 

Saw the sea swell, and heard the tempest roar. 
Heard death in every blast, and in each wave 
Or saw, or fancied that she saw her grave ; 

When property, transferrM from hand to hand, 
Weaken’d by change, crawl’d sickly through the 
land ; 

When mutual oonfldenee was at an end. 

And naan no Img^ (mSA depeaad ; 

Oppress’d with debts of more llito 

Vhkem. ah noe^i fear’d a banin^t^ of 

When, certain to honour and totraidev 
A sponge was talk’d of as our only aid ; 

That to bo saved we must be more undone^ 

And pay off all our debts, by paying none ; 
like England’s better genius, bom to Mess, 

And snatch his sinking country -from distressi. 
Didst thou step forth, and, without saS mff. 
Pilot the shatter’d vessel safe to Miore r 
Nor shalt thou quit, tilj, anchor’d fan and fiast. 
She rides secure, and mocks the feea^wng blast ! 

Bom in thy^ house, and In thy servico bred, cii 
Nursed in thy arms, and at thy table fed. 

By thy sage councils to r^bction brought, 

Yet more by pattern than by pr^pt taught, 
Economy her needful aid shall join 

forward and complete thy grand design ; 

iiatioiiai debt on tlw Janoaa^y. 17!^ 

to iiboot dfi 100,000,000. 
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And, warm to save, but yet with spirit warm, 
Shall her own conduct from thy conduct form. 

Let friends of prodigals say what they will, 
Spendthrifts at home, abroad are spendthrifts still. 
In vain have sly and subtle sophists tried 521 
Private from public justice to divide ; 

For credit on each other they rely ; 

They live together, and together die. 

’Gainst all experience ’tis a rank offence, 

High treason in the eye of common sense, 

To think a statesman ever can be known 
To pay our debts, who will not pay his ovm : 

But now, though late, now may we hope to see 
Our debts discharged, our credit fair and free, 6S0 
Since rigid Honesty, (fair fall that hour I) 

Sits at the helm, and Sandwich is in power. 

With what delight I view thee, wondrous man ! 

, With what delight survey thy sterling plan. 

That plan which all with wonder must behold, 
And stamp thy age the only age of Gold ! 

Nor rest thy triumphs here — that Discord fled, 
And sought with grief the hell where she was bred ; 
That Faction, ’gainst her nature forced to yield, 
Saw her rude rabble scatter’d o’er the field, S 40 
Saw her best friends a standing jest become, 

Her fools turn’d speakers, and her ^ wits struck 
dumb; 


That our most bitter foes (so much depends • - 
On men of name) are turn’d to cordial Irimds ; 
That our offended fH (such t^or ’ 
From men of nam^^dare not 1 
That ^edit, gasping in T 
And ready to expire 
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Grows stronger from disease ; that thou hast sav( 
Thy drooping country ; that thy name, engraved 
On plates of brass, defies the rage of time ; 5 

Than plates of brass more firm that sacred rhym 
Embalms thy memory, bids thy glories live, 

And gives thee what the muse alone can give — 
These heights' of virtue, these rewards of fame, 
With thee in common other patriots claim. 

But, that poor, sickly Science, who had laid 
And droop’d for years beneath neglect’s cold shad( 
By those who knew her purposely forgot, 51 
And made the jest of those who knew her not, 
Whilst ignorance in power, and pamper’d p’ide, 
Clad like a priest, pass’d by on t’other sid^,” 
Recover’d from her wretched state, at ienglhi 
Puts on new health, and clothes herself with 
strength, 

To thee we owe, and to thy friendly hand 
Which raised, and gave her to possess the land : 
This praise, though in a court, and near a throne 
This praise is thine, and thine, alas I alone. 

With what fond rapture did the goddess smile, 
What blessings doth she promise to this isle, 67( 
What honour to herself, and length of reign^ 

Soon as she heard that thou didst not dis^n 
To be her steward ; but what grief, wh^ j^ame. 
What rage, what disappointment, shook her frame, 
When her proud chil^en dared her will dispute. 
When youth was inscdent, and age was mute I - 
That young men should befools, andsome wild few 
To wisdom deaf^ be deaf to interest too, * 

^ younger members of the Uhiversify were h^aza- 
anoBsia favour of Lord Hardwkke, . 
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Moved not her wonder ; but that men, grown gray 
In search of wisdom ; men who own’d the sway 
Of reason ; men who stubbornly kept down ssi 
Each rising passion ; men who wore the gown ; . 

That they should cross her will, that they should 
dare 

Against the cause of Interest to declare ; 

That they should be so abject and unwise, 

Having no fear of loss before their eyes, 

Nor hopes of gain ; scorning the ready means 
Of being vicars, rectors, canons, deans. 

With all those honours which on mitres wait, 

And mark the virtuous favourites of state ; 69o 

That they should dare a Hardwicke to support. 
And talk, within the hearing of a court. 

Of that vile beggar Conscience, who, undone, 

And starved herself, starves every wretched son ; — 
This turn’d her blood to gall, this made her swear 
No more to throw away her time and care 
On wayward sons who scorn’d her love ; no more 
To hold her courts on Cam’s ungrateful shore. 
Eather than bear such insults, which disgrace 
Her royalty of nature, birth, and place, eoo 

Though Dulness there unrivall’d state doth keep, 
Would she at Winchester with Burton sleep ; 

Dr. John Barton, head master of Winchester school. 
It was stated in the Auditor, that Wilkes, while stationed at 
Winchester, in command of the Buckinghamshire mlKtia, 
had used tMmost insulting language towards -fhe 3tel of 
Bute in the hearing 6f one of that nobleman’s sons, who was 
at school there. This story gaining ground, as it was un- 
contradicted, if not circulated, by the young man, Wilkes 
wrote a letter to Dr. Burton asking for an iny^tigation ; but 
he declined to cohCern himself in the aiflte. 
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Or, to exchange the mortifying scene 
For something still more dull, and still more meai 
Bather than bear such insults, she would fly 
Far, far beyond the search of English eye, 

And reign amongst the Scots : to be a queen 
Is worth ambition, though in Aberdeen. 

0, stay thy flight, fair Science ; what though som< 
Some base-born children, rebels are become ? 6] 
All are not rebels ; some are duteous still, 

Attend thy precepts, and obey thy will ; 

Thy interest is opposed by those alone 
Who either know not^ opi^e their owiu , 

Of stubborn virtae^ marchii^ to thy 
Behold in hiaek,-thelivei^ of J 

Marshalled by Form, and by Ehsereiion ied^ i. 

A graiy^ grave troop, and Smith is at their head, 
Sinith of Trinity ; on Christian ground 
Eor faith in mysteries none more renowned. es 
Next, (for the best of causes now and then 
Must b^ assistance from the worst of men) 

Next (if (fld Story lies not) sprung from Greece, 
Comes Pandarus, but comes without his niece : 
Her, wretched maid I committed to his trust. 

To a rank letoher’s coarse and bloated lust ' 

The arch, old, imairy hypocrite had eoM, 

And thought himself and her %eH danjh^d for gold 
But (to wipe off ^ch trices from the ihihd, 


^ Dr. Smith, ^ ^ College, Cambridge, 4le^ 

1768, in th« 79th year of hia age. By his will he W 
hit^rest of <£'2000 for jthe annual repairs of 

the University. He was master of raeeh 
had he^ prec^tor tO'WilIie“?T 
^ He published in T744, Haafmoni^ 
*"---■--' 801111 *, 8 m- ■ . ■ 
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And make us in, good humour with mankind) eso 
Leading on men, who, in a college bred, 

No woman knew, but those which made their bed ; 
Who, planted virgins on Cam^s virtuous shore, 
Continued still male virgins at threescore. 

Comes Sumner, wise, arid chaste as chaste can be. 
With Long, as wise, and not less chaste than he. 

Are there not friends, too, entered in thy cause 
\Vho, for thy sake, defying penal laws, 

Were, to support thy honourable plan. 

Smuggled from Jersey, and the Isle of Man ? 640 

Are there not Philomaths of high degree 
Who, always dumb before, shall speak for thee ? 
Are there not Proctors, faithful to thy will. 

One of full growth, others in embryo still. 

Who may, perhaps, in some ten years, or more, 

Be ascertain’d that two and two make four. 

Or may a still more happy method find, 

And, taking one from two, leave none behind ? 

With such a mighty power on foot, to yield 
Were death to manhood ; better in the field 660 
To leave our carcasses, and die with fame, 

Than fly, and purchase life on terms of shame. 
Sackvilles alone anticipate defeat, 

And ere they dare the battle, sound retreat. 

The Rev. Dr. Humphry Sumner, Vice-Chanoefior of 
the University of Cambridge, and provost of King’s ColegA 

Roger Long, D.D. F.R.S. ifiaster of Pembroke 
Cambridge, and professor of Astronomy in that Ui^iyepsiiy. 
He died in 1770, at the advanced age of 91. He TOstea 
Treatise on Astronomy, 2 vols. 4 to, and with ;a ^ 
pularize that science, he caused to be 
sphere, wherein thirty persons could s^t corpveiii^pli|r/^d[ on 
the inner surface of which was arepresentatw^-o^ihe heavens 
as they would appear in a north ^ 
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But if persuasions ineffectual prove, 

If arguments are vain, nor prayers can move, 
Yet in ttiy bitterness of frantic woe 
Wby talk of Burton ? why to Scotland go ? 

Is there not Oxford, she, with open arms, 
Shall meet thy wish, and yield up all her char 
Shall for thy love her former loves resign, 

And jilt the banish’d Stuarts to be thine. 

Bow’d to the yoke, and, soon as she could refi 
Tutor’d to get, by heart, the despot’s creed. 
She, of subjection proud, shall knee thy thror 
And have no principles but thine alone ; 

She shall thy will implicitly receive, 

Nor act, nor speak, nor think, without thj’ fe 
Where is the glory of impend sway 
If subjects none but just commands obey? 
Then, and then only, is obedience seen, 

When bj command they dare do all that’s mei 
Hither then wing thy flight, here fix thy star 
Nor fail to bring thy Sandwich in thy hand. 

Gods ! with what joy, (for fancy now supp] 
And lays the future open to my eyes) 

Gods ! with what joy I see the worthies mee1 
And Brother liehfleld Brother Sandwich gree 
Bl^t be your greetings, blest eaeh dear embi 
Blest to yoursdtes, and to the human race, 
Sickening at vdjidi she cannot reach. 

Which seem hk* ba^ nature to impeach, 

Oeorge Heniy I^ee, third Earl of Lichfield, succ 
tba Eaii of Westoiorelaii^ as Chancellor of the Uniycr 
Ojrford, in 1762, after a very severe contest tot wcei 
Foley and SejTolkj hiff^ success was |^c 
.. to interffereivje of I^ord Bute in , 
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Let Envy, in a whirlwind’s bosom hurl’d, 
Outrageous, search the corners of the world, 
Ransack the present times, look back to past, 

Rip up the future, and confess at last, 

No times, past, present, or to come, could e^er 
Produce, and bless the Vorld with such a pair, 

Phillips, the good old Phillips, out of breath, 689 
Escaped from Monmouth, and escaped from death. 
Shall hail his Sandwich with that virtuous zeal, 
That glorious ardour for the commonweal, 

Which warm’d his loyal heart and bless’d his tongue, 
When on his lips the cause of rebels hung. 

Whilst Womanhood, in habit of a nun, 

At Mednam lies, by backward monks undone ; 

Sir John Phillips, a barrister and an active member of 
the House of Commons, who during the rebellion of 1745, 
intrenching himself behind legal fbrms, had at a public 
meeting threatened to present to the Court of King’s Bench, 
as an iUegal levying of pioney upon the subject, the associa- 
tion formed for the defence of the family upon the throne. 
In 1763 he was called to the privy council, and died the 
following year. 

Medmenhara, or, as it was commonly called, Mednam 
Abbey, was a very large house on the banks of the Thames, 
near Marlow, in Bucks. It was formerly a convent of Ois- 
tertian Monks. The situation is remarkably fine. Sir Prancis 
Dashwood, Sir Thomas Stapleton, Paul Whitehead, Mr. 
Wilkes, and other gentlemen, to the number of twelve, 
rented the abbey, and often retired there in the summer. 
Among other amusements they had sometimes a mock cele- 
bration of the mysterious midnight orgies of Pagan worship, 
and occasionally of the rites of the foreign religious <n^erp 
among the Roman Catholics. 

** Over the grand entrance was the famous inscription en 
Rabelais’ abbey of Theleme, Fca/ ce gue wudrm. Ai’theend 
of the passage over the door was Avds, 

At one end. of the refactoiy was Harpocra^s^ , god of 
sUenee; at the other the goddess An^oiu^ the same 
duty might be enjoined on both seam?’' - - 
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A nation^s reckoning, like an alehouse score, 
Whilst Paul, the aged, chalks behind a door, 
Compelled to hire a foe to cast it up, 

Dashwood shall pour, from a communion eup, 
Libatijjns to the goddess without eyes. 

And hob or nob in cyder and excise. 

From those deep shades, where Vanity, unkno^ 
Doth penance for her pride, and pines alone. 
Cursed, in herself, by her own thoughts undone 
Where she sees all, but can be s^n by none ; 
Where she no longer, mistress of the schools, 
Hears praise loud pealiijg fiom the 
Or hears it at a distance ; in despair : : ■ 

To join the erow-d, and put in , 

Twisting each thought a thous^d 
For his new friends new-modelling old';^ni^f: 
Where frugal sense so very fine is spun, ’ ; 

It serves twelve hours, though not enough for 03 
King shall arise, and, bursting from the dead. 
Shall hurl his piebald Latin at thy head. 

Burton (whilst awkward affectation’s hung 
In quaint and labour’d accents on his tongue; 
Who ’gain^ their will makes junior blockhea 
speak, 

Ignorant of both, new Latin and new Greek, 


PanI Whit^aad. See Tbe Ohest, Book in. 1. 95f ho 
715 William King, principal of St. Mar, 

, Hall, died ^ an advane^ age in 1764, at whkli time 

the oldest head of any feoase in tite University of OxScr. 
living been appointed to that situation in 171$, 'pte.po 
'* : 5o^on of his celebrated Eaddife har^o^ 

: sfisg^plesit advocated affordadan 

■ ■' hnt it eiarndd for bim a^ 

Triumph of Isis. . ■ . 
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Not such as was in Greece and Latium known, 
But of a modern cut, and all his own ; 

Who threads, like beads, loose thoughts on such a 
string, 

They’re praise and censure ; nothing, every thing ; 
Pantomime thoughts, and style so full of trick. 
They even make a Merry Andrew sick ; 

Thoughts all so dull, so pliant in their growth. 
They’re verse, they’re prose, they’re neither, 'and 
they’re both) 

Shall (though by nature ever loath to praise) 

Thy curious worth set forth in curious phrase ; tso 
O bscurely stiff, shall press poor sense to death. 

Or in long periods run her out of breath ; 

Shall make a babe, for which, with all his fame, 
Adam could not have found a proper name, 
Whilst, beating out his features to a smile, 

He hugs the bastard brat, and calls it Style. 

Hush’d be all nature as the land of death ; 

Let each stream sleep, and each wind hold his breath j 
Be the bells muffled, nor one sound of care. 
Pressing for audience, wake the slumbering air ; t 40 
Browne comes — behold how cautiously he creeps — 
How slow he walks, and yet how fast he sleeps — 
But to thy praise in sleep he shall agree ; 

He cannot wake, but he shall dream of thee. 
Physic, her head with opiate poppies crown’d. 
Her loins by the chaste matron Camphire bbuhd 
Physic, ob^ining succour from the pen ' '' 

Dr. VTOiam Browse, Lord Lx<5bfi€^’fl 
of tlxe tJniversitsy <af 0#6rd inom 
prWost of Qaeen’s College. 
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Of her soft son, her gentle Heberden, 

If there are men who can thy virtue know, 

Yet spite of virtue treat thee as a foe, 7 

Shall, like a scholar, stop their rebel breath. 
And in each recipe send classic death. 

So 'deep in knowledge, that few lines can sour 
And plumb the bottom of the vast profound. 
Few grave ones with such gravity can think. 

Or follow half so fast as he can sink ; 

With nice distinctions glossing o’er the text, 
Obscure .with meaning, and in words perplexed ; 
With subtleties on subtleties refiued. 

Meant to divide and subdivide the 
Keeping the forwardness of youth in awe^ 

The scowling Blackstone bears €ie train of law.. 

Divinity, enrobed in college fur, 

In her right hand a New Court Kalendar 
Bound like a book of prayer, thy coming waits 


748 Pr. William Heberden, tbe celebrated physician j 1 
, . died in 1801, in the 91st year of his age. 

7® Br. Blackstone, principal of New Inn Hall in tl 
University of Oxford, and Vinerian Professor of Law; aftei 
wards Sir William Blackstone, Solicitor-General, and 


Judge of the Court of Common Pleas. His reputation as 
sound lawyer and accomplished writer is too well establishe 
to be affected by this random hit of the satirist. Blackstone 
great work, his Conamentaries on the Laws of England 
being the imiwoved asnd enl^gcd 8abstanef^'_^his Tineiia 
L^tnres, snp^edSd d^ abridgxoents of li^b, 
and Wood, and still retain their popularity pbmtio3 
notwithstanding the great legal changes since their pu^ 
cation. 

He was, no doubt, attacked by Churchill on account . 
the. part he took, in the House of Commons, against 
3&e subject privfleg^ for which .he, was ■.a3sQi;4ayfir^ 
. Junins and Sir 

^ age of 56. ' 
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With all her pack, to hymn thee in the gates. 

Loyalty, fix’d on Isis’ alter’d shore, 

A stranger long, but stranger now no more, 

Shall pitch her tabernacle, and with eyes 
Brim-full of rapture, view her new allies ; 770 

Shall, with much pleasure and more wonder, view 
Men great at court, and great at Oxford too, 

0 sacred Loyalty ! accursed be those 
Who, seeming friends, turn out thy deadliest foes. 
Who prostitute to kings thy honour’d name. 

And sooth their passions to betray their fame ; 
iNTor praised be those, to whose proud nature clings 
Contempt of government, and hate of kings ; 

Who, willing to be free, not knowing how, 

A strange intemperance of zeal avow, 78o 

And start at Loyalty, as at a word 

Wliich without danger Freedom never heard. 

Vain errors of vain men — ^wild both extremes, 
And to the state not wholesome, like the dreams, 
Oiildren 0? night, of indigestion bred. 

Which, reason clouded, seize and turn the head ; 
Loyalty without Freedom, is a chain 
Which men of liberal notice can’t sustain. 

And Freedom without Loyalty, a name 
Which nothing means, or means licentious shame. 

Thine be the art, my Sandwich, thine the toil, 7 ai 
In Oxford’s stubborn and untoward soil 
To rear this plant of union, tOl at lengthy 
Rooted by time, and foster’d into strength, 
Shooting aloft, all danger it defies, 

And proudly lifts its br^ches to tjte. sMes,; ^ . 
Whilst, Wisdom’s diappy son, but nbi; .b^ slave, 
(Jay with the gay, and with thf;g^ve ones grave, 

von. IE a - 
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Free from the dull impertinence of thought, 
Beneath that shade, which thy own labours wroughi 
And fashion’d into strength, shalt thou repose 8( 
Secure of liberal praise, since Isis flows 
True to her Tame, as duty hath decreed, 

Nor longer, like a harlot, lusts for Tweed, 

And those old wreaths, which Oxford once daref 
twine 

To grace a Stuart brow, she plants on thine. 





THE FAREWELL. 

I N’ this poem the author combats the cold philsosophy' 
which was formerly in so much favour with some theorists, 
and vindicates the reasonableness and the usefulness of 
patriotic feelings. The Farewell contains less satire and 
more argument than any of Churchill’s other poems; and 
though it is not one of his most powerfnl productions, it is one 
of the soundest and most unobjectionable pieces he ever wrote. 

Cosmopolitanism has now, happily, but few disciples. The 
profession of “ that nobler love which comprehends the whole 
world,” is generally a veil for cynicism ; and loving all men 
and aU countries equally, invariably means loving none much. 

Poet 

AREWELL to Europe, and at once, 
farewell 

To all the follies which in Europe dwell; 
To Eastern India now, a richer clime, 
Richer, alas I in everything, but rhyme, 

The Muses steer their course ; and, fond of change, 
At large, in other worlds, desire to range. 
Resolved, at least, since they the fool must play, 
To do it in a different place, and way. 

Friends What whim is this, what error of 
What madness worse than in thedog-st^^ f 
Why into foreign coinutries would you ^ ii 

Are there not knaves and fool^/p^rt^ha^ home? 
If satire be thy object, and thf ; 
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As yet have shown no talents fit for praise ; 

If satire be thy object, search all round, 

Nor to thy purpose* can one spot be found 
Like England, where, to rampant vigour grown 
Vice chokes up every virtue ; where,"self-sown, 
The seeds of folly shoot forth rank and bold, 
And every seed brings forth a hundred-fold. 
Poet, No more of this — though Truth (the me 
our shame ; 

The more our guilt) though Truth perhaps may clai 
And justify her part in this, yet here, 

For the first time, e’en Truth offends my ear. 
Declaim from morn to night, from night to moi 
Take up the theme anew, when day’s new-born 
I hear, and hate — ^be England what she will, 
With all her faults she is my country still. 
Miend, Thy country ? and what then ? Is th 
mere word 

Aigainst the voice of Reason to be heard ? 

Are prejudices, deep imbibed in youth. 

To counteract, and make thee hate the truth ? 
’Tis the sure symptom of a narrow soul 
To draw its grand attachment fi^m the whole. 


Amd take up with a part 5 men, not confined 
Within Such paltry limits, men de^n’d 
Their nature to to 

Wherever, waves caii r<dl, and winds ‘ctolhiow. 


. Wherever the in the ^ 

V / To watch this w^d, can dart his eye, 

^ AlTO still the saEQe>:;ah:4 jff^diee o^tgrown^^,, \ 
>^|pmder every county as tfieir I - , 


' A iv : >: .3 - -r : ^ ■ . 
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I 

Grasping at shadows, ne’er caught substance yet, 
’Tis mighty easy o’er a glass of wine 
On vain refinements vainly to refine, 

To laugh at poverty in plenty’s reign. 

To boast of apathy when out of pain, 50 

And in each sentence, worthy of the schools, 
Varnish’d with sophistry, to deal out rules 
Most fit for practice, but for one poor fault. 

That into practice they can ne’er be brought. 

At home, and sitting in your elbow-chair. 

You praise Japan, though you was never there : 
But was the ship this moment under sail. 

Would not your mind be changed, your spirits fail? 
Would you not cast one longing eye to shore. 

And vow to deal in such wild schemes no more ? 
Howe’er our pride may tempt us to conceal ei 
Those passions which we cannot choose but feel, 
There’s a strange something, which, without a brain, 
Fools feel, and which e’en wise men can’t explain. 
Planted in man to bind him to that earth, 

In dearest ties, from whence he drew his birth. 

If honour calls, where’er she points the way 
The sons of honour follow, and obey ; 

If need compels, wherever we are sent 

’Tis want of courage not to be content ; 70 

But, if we have the liberty of choice. 

And all depends on our own single voice. 

To deem of every country as the same 
Is rank rebellion, ’gainst the lawful claim 
Of Nature, and such dull indijfierence , ; > 

M&y be philosophy, but can’t be ; ■ 

. Weak and unjust di^me^i^-^range 

: de^, \ 

peevish, most perverse^ lJo,tmdermine 
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Philosophy, and throw her empire down 
By means of sense, from whom she holds her crowi 
Divine Philosophy, to thee we owe 
All that is worth possessing here below ; 

Yirtue and wisdom consecrate thy reign, 
Doubled each joy, and pain no longer pain. 

When, like a garden, where, for want of toil 
And wholesome discipline, the rich, rank soil 
Teems with incumbrances ; where all around. 
Herbs noxious in their nature make the ground, 
Like the good mother of a thankless son. 

Curse her own womb, by fruitfulness undcme ; 
like such a garden, when the huma® soul> 
IJneultured, wild, 'impatient of control, - , . ^ 
Brings forth those passions of luxuriant ’ 
Which spread, and stifle every herb of grace ; 
Whilst Yirtue, checks by the cold hand of scorr 
Seems withering on the bed where she was born 
Philosophy steps in, with steady hand 
She brings her aid, she clears the encumber’d lane 
Too virtuous to spare Yice one stroke, too wise 
One moment to attend to Pity’s cries, ii 

See with what godlike, what relentl^s power 
She roots up every weed 1 
■ Poei. And every flower. 

Philosophy, a name of meek degr ee^l^ .. 

Embraced, in to|re*i of humility, ' ' 
By the proud eag^ who, whilst he strove to hide 
In that vain artifice, reveal’d his pride ; 

^ Diogenes of Synope affected complete indifference m 
to tlie Inxnries, brrt the comf<^8 and deeenoi# ( 
^Treading upon Plato’s rote, he exclaimed, Thhs 
mader foot the pride of Plato With greater prid 
par^*’ was Plato’s just retort. 
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Philosophy, whom Nature had design’d 
To purge all errors from the human mind. 

Herself misled by the philosopher, no 

At once her priest and master made us err : 

Pride, pride, like leaven in a* mass of flour. 

Tainted her laws, and made e’en virtue sour. 

Had she, content within her proper sphere. 
Taught lessons suited to the human ear. 

Which might fair Virtue’s genuine fruits produce, 
Made not for ornament but real use, 

The heart of man, unrivall’d, she had sway’d. 
Praised by the good, and by the bad obey’d ; 

But when she, overturning Reason’s throne, 120 
Strove proudly in its place to plant her own ; 
When she with apathy ihe breast would steel, 

And teach us, deeply feeling, not to feel ; 

When she would ^dly all her force employ, 

Not to correct our passions, but destroy 5 
When, not content oun nature to restore, 

As made by God, she made it new all o’er ; 

Wlien, with a strange and criminal excess, 

To make us more than men she made us less ; 


The good her dwindled power with pity saw, m 
The bad with joy, and none but fools with awe. 

Truth with a simple and unvamish’d tale. 

E’en from tlm mouth of Norton might prevail, 
Gould she.g^ there ; but Falsehood’s sugar’dstrain 
Should pour her fatal blandishments in vaini 
Nor make one convert, though the Sireaa huij^ ‘ 
Where she too often hangs, on 
^ould adl the Sophs, whom in sun 

Hath sei^> or pa^, or present 


Shotkid whilst, pleasure ih;'eaic^:€^tence fiows> 
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like Plato, give us poetry in prose ; i 

Should he, full orator, at once impart 
The Athenian’s genius with the J^man’s art ,* 
Genius and art should in this instance fail, 

Nor Rome, though join’d with Athens, here prevai 
’Tis not in man, ’tis not in more than man, 

To make me find one fault in Nature’s plan. 
Placed low ourselves, we censure those above, 
And, wanting judgment, think that she wants love 
Blame, where we ought in reason to commend, is 
And think her most a foe, when most a friend. 
Such be philosophers — their specious art. 

Though Friendship pleads, shall never w^ Biy 
keart; 

Ne’er make me from this breast one passion teeb. 
Which Nature, my best friend, hath planted th^re^ 
Friend, Forgiving as a friend, what, whilst I live. 
As a philosopher I can’t forgive, 

In tihis one point at last I join with you, 

To Nature pay all that is Nature’s due ; 

But let not clouded Reason sink so low, i60 

To fSancy debts she does not, cannot owe : 

Bear, to full manhood grown, those shackles bear 
Which Nature meant us for a time to wear. 


As we wear leading-strings, which, useless grown, 
Are laid aside, when we can walk 
But on thyself by peevish humour 
With thou lay burdens Nature ne'^ 

Wilt thou makefeults, whilst Judgmentweakly eris,' 
; . . And then defend, mistaking them for hers ? 

- ^ ' iipesfc then to say, in our enlighten’d ag©y 
grand mast^ passion, this brs^t 
out for thy <M>untry,-.was imi«r^^ 



laid? 
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And fix’d by Nature in the human breast ? 

If you prefer the place where you was bom, 
And hold all others in contempt and scorn 
On fair comparison ; if on that land 
With lib’ral, and a more than equal hand. 

Her gifts, as in profusion. Plenty sends ; 

If Virtue meets with more and better friends ; 

If Science finds a patron ’mongst the great ; iso 
If Honesty is minister of state ; 

If Power, the guardian of our rights design’d. 

Is to that great, that only end confined ; 

If riches are employ’d to bless the poor ,* 

If law is sacred, liberty secure ; 

Let but these facts depend on proofs of weight, 
Keason declares thy love can’t be too great, 

And, in this light could he our country view, 

A very Hottentot must love it too. 

But if by Fate’s decrees, you owe your birth 190 
To some most barren and penurious earth. 

Where, every comfort of this life denied, 

Her real wants are scantily supplied ; 

Where power is reason, liberty a joke, 

Laws never made, or made but to be broke ; 

To fix thy love on such a wretched spot. 

Because in lu^’s wild fever there begot ; 

Because, thj^^ight no longer fit to bear, 

choice*, thy mother dropt thee there^ 
Is folly, which admits not of defence ; ’ : 

It can’t be natore, for it is not sense. ; ; : 

By the same aijgume 
.(When Falsehood’s :ii 
If propagation can* in- 
A de^ must, if born 
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PoeU Had Fate, to whose decrees I lowly bend 
And e’en in punishment confess a friend, 
Ordain’d my birth in some place yet untried, 

On purpose made to mortify my pride ; 

Where the sun never gave one glimpse of day, 21 
Where science never yet could dart one ray ; 

Had I been bom on some bleak, bitted plain 
Of barren Scotland, in a Stuart’s reign, 

Or in some kingdom, where men, weak, or worse 
Turn’d Kature’s every blessing to a curse ; 

Where crowns of freedom, by the fathers won, 
Dropp’d leaf by leaf from each degenerate son, 

In spite of all the wisdom you display, ' 

All you have said, and yet may hate to say. 

My weakness here, if weakness, I confess^ . 2^ 
I as my country had not loved her less. 

Whether strict reason bears me out in this, ‘ 
Let those who, always seeking, always miss 
The ways of reason, doubt with precious zeal ; 
Theirs be, the praise to argue, mine to feel. 

Wish we to trace this passion to the root. 

We, like a tree, may know it by its fruit ; 

From; its rich stem ten thousand virtues spring, 
Ten thousand blessings on its l^ianches cling ; 

Yet in the circle of revolving years sap 

Not one misfbrtune, not one vice, appears. 

Hence, then, mid what yon- 3?easoh 
This, if not veaso% mnst be something 

But (for I,wii^ not o#iers to confine ; 

Be theiV opinions unrestfein’d as mine^ 

Wljiether thk love’s bf good, or evilgmWb, 
;4"fice, a virtue,- dr a spice, of. both, , I ,,, ,, 
nicer arg^ . . 
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If it is virtuous, soothe an honest pride 

With liberal praise ; if vicious, be content, 240 

It is a vice I never can repent ; 

A vice, which, weigh’d in heaven, shall more avail 
Than ten cold virtues in the other scale. 

Friend, This wild, untemper d zeal (which, after 
all. 


We, candour unimpeaoh’d, might madness call) 

Is it a virtue ? that you scarce pretend ; 

Or can it be a vice, like virtue’s friend. 

Which draws us off from and dissolves the force 
Of private ties, nay, stops us in our course 
To that ^and object of the human soul, 250 
That nobler love which comprehends the whole? 
Coop’d in the limits of this petty isle. 

This nook, which scarce deserves a frown or smile 
Weigh’d with Creation, you, by whim undone. 
Give all your thoughts to what is scarce worth one. 
The gmerous soul, by Nature taught to soar, 

Het strength confirm’d in philosophic lore, 

At one grand view takes in a world with ease, 
And, seeing all mankind, loves all she sees. 2^ 
Foet Wasitmostsure,whiohyeta doubt endureSj, 
Npt found in Keason’s creed, though foundin yonr% 
That these Wo services, like what we’re told ^ 
knoyR:'^;^ God’s and Mammon’s, cannot hold " 
AhtTdmvs^ "togeth^ that, however loth, ,,* * .. 

neither serve, attempting to serve 
I could not doubt a moment which 
And which in coteunon reason tO’ . 

Invented oft foppu^aes pf ^ , 

] 3 om of the head, 1 
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A barren speculation at the best. 

Not one man in a thousand, should he live 
Beyond the usual term of life, could give. 

So rare occasion comes, and to so few, 

Proof whether his regards are feignM, or true. 

The love we bear our country, is a root 
Which never fails to bring forth golden fruit ; 

Tis in the mind an everlasting spring 
Of glorious actions, which become a king. 

Nor less become a subject ; Tis a debt 28 o 

Which bad men, though they pay not, can’t forget ; 
A duty which the good delight to pay, 

And evei^y man can practise every day* * 

Nor, for my life (so very dim my eye. 

Or dull your argument) can I descry 

What you with faith assert, how that dear love 

Which binds me to my country, can remove. 

And make me of necessity forego. 

That general love which to the world I owe. 


Those ties of private nature, small extent, 29 
In which the mind of narrow cast is pent. 

Are only steps on which the generous soul 
Mounts, by degrees, till she ind-udes to: whole* 
That spring of love, which^ . 

Founded on seU^ 

Enlarg^ as it ' 

And he, with liber^d and ehlaig^ ntind^ ^ 

: loves his country, cacmiot Imte tnankiiid. 

< - Friend as you would appear to common 
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Tell me, or think no more of a defence, 

Is it a proof of love by choice to run 
A vagrant from your country ? 

Poei. Can the son 

(Shame, shame on aU such sons) with ruthless eye. 
And heart more patient than the flint, stand by. 
And by some ruffian, from all shame divorced, 

AU virtue, see his honour’d mother forced I sio 
Then — ^no, by Him that made me, not e’en then, 
Could I with patience, by the worst of men. 
Behold my country plunder’d, beggar’d, lost 
Beyond redemption, aU her glories cross’d. 

E’en when occasion made them ripe, her fame 
Fled like a dream, while she awakes to shame. 

Friend. Is it not more the office of a friend. 
The office of a patron, to defend 
Her sinking state, than basely to decline 
So, great a cause, and in despair resign ? S2o 

Poei, Beyond my reach, alas! the grievance lies, 
And, whilst more able patriots doubt, she dies. 
From a foul source, more deep than we suppose. 
Fatally deep and dark, this grievance flows. 

’Tis not that peace our glorious hopes defeats ; 

Tis not the voice of faction in the streets ; 


’Tis not a grpss attack on freedom made ; 

^Tis not the' arm of privilege display’d 
"^ISganiStlSie subject, whilst she wears no sting 
To disappoint the purpose of a king ; , 


These are no ills, or trifles, if compared, * . . ^ 


Tell me. Philosopher, .is it 
To pry -into the secret 
Or, bom in ignorance, 
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To reach events, and read the future there ? 
Why, be it so — still ’tis the right of man, 
Imparted by his Maker, where he can. 

To former times and men his eye to cast. 

And judge of what’s to come, by what is past. S4 
Should there be found, in some not distant yea] 
(0 how I wish to be no prophet here) 

Amongst our British Lords should there be foun( 
Some great in power, in principles unsound, 

Who look on freedom with an evil eye. 

In whom the springs of loyalty are dry ; 

Who wish to soax on wild Ambition^s wings, 
Who hate the Commons, and who love not Kings 


Who would divide the ] 

To set up separate interest of their own> . . 8^ 

Who hate whatever oids their wholesome growtl 
And only join with, to destroy them both ; ^ 

Shonld there be found such men in after- timeS; 
May Heaven, in mercy to our grievous crimes, 
Allot some milder vengeance, nor to them, 

And to thear rage, this wretched land condemn. 

Thorn ab^e, on whom aB states 
Who knowest feom the. fo^ thefe .ri^ef^ 

If there’s a day mark’d in thei feo^ 

When min mYoHe^ e^^nail .fltasfegfe k ' - ^ 

When law, i 
To freedom 
Let not a mob"< 

Nor titled upstarts leagae^o rob the i 
Let not, whatev^ otiex i& assaSt^ v.- ; - ^ ; 

A damnM aristocracy preva^ ; • 

I, ton short, our course of ^eed(pa mu, 
good jdeasure, we should be undone, 
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Let us, some comfort in onr griefs to bring, 

Be slaves to one, and be that one a king. 870 
Frimd, Poets, accustom’d by their trade to feign, 
Oft substitute creations of the brain 
For real substance, and, themselves deceived. 
Would have the fiction by mankind believed. 

Such is your case — but grant, to soothe your pride, 
That you know more than all the world beside. 
Why deal in hints, why make a moment’s doubt? 
Resolved, and like a man, at once speak out ; 

Shew us our danger, tell us where it lies. 

And, to ensure our safety, make us wise. sso 
Poet Rather than bear the pain of thought, fools 
stray ; 

The proud wiU rather lose than ask their way : 

To men of sense what needs it to tmfold, 

And ,tell a tale which they must know untold? 

In the bad, interest warps the canker’d heart. 

The good are hoodwiuk’d by the tricks of art ; 
And, whilst arch, subtle hypocrites contrive 
To keep the flames of discontent alive ; 

Whilst they, with arts to honest men unknown. 
Breed doubts between the people and the throne, 
Making us fear, where reason never yet " m 
Allow’d one fear, or could one doubt admit, 
JPiemselvep.*^ss unsuspected in disguise. 

And ’gainst otir real danger seal our eyes* 

JSHend. Mark them, and let 
; - stand . .. ^ ■- 

On Sharne^s blaek roll, and stink 
land; 

Poet That 
bej 
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No hurt to them, and jeopardy to me. 

Friend, Leave out their names. 

Poet, For that kind caution, thai 

But may not judges sometimes fill up blanks ? 

Friend, Your country's laws in doubt then 
reject. 

Poet The laws I love, the lawyers I suspect 
Amongst Twelve Judges may not one be found 
(On bare, bare possibility I ground 
This wholesome doubt) who may enlarge, retrei 
Create, and imcreate, and from the bench, 
With winks, smiles, nods, and such like paltry a 
May work and worm into a jury’s hearts ? 

Or, baffled there, may, turbulent of soul. 

Cramp their high office, and their rights eontrc 
Who may, though judge, turn advocate at larg( 
And dedl replies out by the way of charge, ^ 
Making interpretation all the way. 

In spite of facts, his wicked will obey • 

And, leaving law without the least defence. 
May damn his conscience to approve his sense d 

Friend, Whilst, the true guardians of this di 
ter’d land, i 

In full and perfect vigour, juries stand, . 
A judge in vain shall awe, cajole, perj^ss; 


Po^, Bnppose. I should be tried % Middle^: 


Friend, To pack a jury they wiH. ‘ 
Poet, There^s Jfeoceasion to : 

^ Most probably to tbe tb«n roceiit' 

petty jury, of Mn 

■ 'Sse^BXxrj, a^aiDStwlwman 5i^#5t|i]^ 

for Midnefea^ ' 

by Mm, ii';.iEiie 

broagbt by Wp^: 
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Friend. ’Gainst prejudice all arguments are weak; 
Eeason herself without affect must speak. 

Fly then thy country, like a coward fly ; 

Renounce her interest, and her laws defy. 

But why, bewitch’d, to India turn thine eyes ? 
Cannot our Europe thy vast wrath suffice? 

Cannot thy misbegotten Muse lay bare 430 

Her brawny arm, and play the butcher there ? 

Poet Thy counsel taken, what should Satire do ? 
Where could she find an object that is new? 
Those travell’d youths, whom tender mothers wean, 
And send abroad to see, and to be seen ; 

With whom, lest they should fornicate, or worse, 
A tutor’s sent by way of a dry nurse ; 

Each of whom just enough of spirit bears 
To shew our follies, and to bring home theirs, 
JIave made all Europe’s vices so well known, 440 
They seem almost as natural as bur own. 

Friend. WiB India for thy purpose better do ? 
Poet. In one respect at least — there’s ^mething 
new. 

Friend. A harmless people, in whom NatutespM^s 
Free and untainted, ’mongst whom Satire seek^, 
But vainly seeks, so simply plain their hearts^ 

One bosom where to lodge her poison’d darts*' 

^ PM» From knowledge speak you this, or donfet 
on doubt 

Weigh’d and resolved, hath Reason 
Neither from knowledge, nor by reason 

Earl of EgremoBt^e ‘ Lord MarisS^, l& 'SKTfee 

to jury, cm thia ’ tod’ to 

eentiineuta in favoiir of tlie defojidinfc : "3^= vardEct was 
however generally approvedr aar a, of a 

navolouB and Vexations proceeding.;; ‘ • / • ■ ’ ' 

. VOL. n. B-' 
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You have faith every where, but where you ou 
India or Europe— what^s there in a name? 
Propensity to vice in both the same, 

Nature alike in both works for man's good, 
Alike in both by man himself withstood. 
Nabobs, as well as those who hunt them dowi 
Deserve a cord much better than a crown, 
And a Mogul can thrones as much debase 
As any polish'd prince of Christian race. 
Friend, Could you, a task more hard than 
suppose. 

Could you, in ridicule whilst Satire glows, 
Make all their follies to the life appear, 

'Tis ten to one you gain no credit here ; 
Howe'er well drawn, the picti;ire, after all. 
Because we know not the original. 

Would not find favour in the public eye. 

Poet, That, having your good leave, I mean to 
And if your observations sterling hold, 

If the piece should be heavy, tame, and .cold, 
To make it, to the side of Nature lean, 

And meaning nothing, something ‘seem to me^ 
To make the whole in lively colours ^ew. 

To bring before us something that we know. 
And from all honest men applnuse to win, 

JT gix>up the C^nap^y^^n^ 

Friend. Be Itet ungenerous thought by si 
suppressfd . , 

Add not distress to those too much distr^^i 


Save they not, by hfed.^eal niisled^ 
, .5|Nie sores which n^ver 

cpndiict of the 'Mei 
I -fionse at thda $?pae 
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Have they not brought their mysteries so low, 48 o 
That what the wise suspected not, fools know ? 

From their first rise e^en to the present hour, 

Have they not proved their own abuse of power, 

Made it impossible, if fairly viewed, 

Ever to have that dangerous power renewed. 

Whilst unseduced by ministers, the throne 
Eegards our interest, and knows its own ? 

Foet Should every other subject chance to fail, 
Those who have sail’d, and those who wish’d te sail 
In the last fleet, afford an ample field, 490 

Which must beyond my hopes a harvest yield. 

Friend, On such vile food Satire can never thrive.* 
Foet She cannot starve, if there was only Clive. 

In 1764, Lord Clive, with a select committee of his 
own nomination, sailed for India, invested by the Directors 
with full powers for settling the differences with the native 
princes, and for regulating the abuses which the rapacity of 
the company’s servants there had introduced into every de- 
partment of government. In the former object he was emi- 
nently suoc^sfnl, and an addition of nearly two millions 
sterling of annual revenue was the result. The latter he # 
failed to accomplisl^, for standing alone in a sincere wish to 
effect a reform, his plans were counteracted from every quar- 
ter ; but he palliated evils which he could not remove. 

Lord Olive returned to England in 1767, and in 1773 a 
motion being made in the HEouse of Commons, of which he 
was a member, purporting “ that he had abused the powers 
with' which he was intrusted,” he delivered an eloquent and 
sphdted vindici^tion of his conduct. The House of Oommoiis • 
rejected the motion, and rfesolved “that Lord OBve had^ 
rendered great and meritorious services to hisoount^^ <:% ' ^ 

' Lord Olive’s eh^ries were extensive ; the present: he'’aiade 
of J©7b,bb0 as a provision for the invalids in the cpmpaf^a 
service one of the noblest donations ey^ bjjr a 
private individuaL He stbod h%h in the great 

^Earl of Chatham, who used to th^ Im him 

Wa h^vea^bom general^ ; ■ - 
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Ip the Times were really as depraved when the poet v 
as he represents them to haVe been, we should have cam 
rejoice in the ameliorated condition of our count'ryme 
this period. But we are persuaded that Englishmen n 
merited the general execration, so nervously bestowed i 
them in tiais poem. . A depraved few have occasionally 
ported firom a^oad crimes at the mention of which e 
good man must shudder ; but neither rank nor fortune ! 
been able to shield thwn from the indignation and abhon 
of all ranks of people. 

In this poem we have abstained from elucidating th< 
scurities that occur j we should deem ourselves inexctu 
were we,.in an attempt to gratify the curiosity of our rea 
to fix a stam upon the memory of persoim, who have e 
been tha victim^ of the most injurious calumuy, or if gt 
have appeared b^re that trilinal, the ju^ments of w 
neithm: wealth nor influence cflai evade* 



Wh&B to tost wicked M t( 
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Were yet so weak an awkward shame to feel, 

And strove that glorious service to conceal : 

We, better bred, and than our sires inore wise. 
Such paltry narrowness of soul despise : lo 

To virtue every mean pretence disclaim. 

Lay bare our crimes, and glory in our shame. 

Time was, ere Temperance had fled the realm, 
Ere Luxury sat guttling at the helm 
From meal to meal, without one moment^s space 
Reserved for business, or allow’d for grace ; 

Ere Vanity had so far conquer’d sense 
To make us all wild rivals in expense, 

To make one fool strive to outvie another. 

And every coxcomb dress against his brother ; 20 
Ere banish’d Industry had left our shores, 

And Labour was by Pride kick’d out of doors ; 
Ere idleness prevail’d sole queen in courts, 

Or only yielded to a rage for sports ; 

Ere each weak mind was with externals caught. 
And dissipation held the place of thought ; 

Ere gambling lords in vice so far were gone 
To cog the die, and bid the sun look on ; 

Ere a great nation, not less just than free. 

Was m^e a beggar Economy ; • 30 

Ere rugged honesty was out of vogue ; 

fai^oti stamp’d her sanction on the roguej 
Time was that men had conscience, that 
Scruples to owe what never could be paifc^ - 

Was one then found, however h%jhh^^ :Mme, 

So far above hb feltb’^e damn’d to ^ 

Who dared abtisej, aaad- falsify t 

^ The ^airty-ciy of . Loirfl was 
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Who, being great, yet dared to be unjust— 
Shunn’d like a plague, or but at distance view^ 
He walk’d the crowded streets in solitude ; 

Nor could his rank, and station in the land 
Bribe one mean knave to take him by the hand 
{Such rigid maxims (0, might such revive - 
To keep expiring honesty alive !) 

Made rogues, all other hopes of fame denied. 
Not just through principle, be just through pri 
Our times, more polish’d, wear a different fa^ 
Debts are an honour, payment a disgrace. 

Men of weak minds, high-placed on folly’s list^ 
May gravely tell us trade cannot subsist, 

Nor all those thousa-nds who’re in trade employ 
If faith ’twixt man and man is once destroy’d. 
Why; — be it so^ — ^we in that point accord ; 

But what are trade, and tradesmen to a lord ? 

Faber, from day to day, from year to yeaa*, 
Hath had the cries of tradesmen in his eaf, 

Of tradesmen by his villany betray’d. 

And, vainiy seeking justice, banki^ts mate. 
What is’t to ;Fabei* ? as befpTei 

He sits at ease, and Kves. to ruin mere i 


Fix’d at his do(H*, 

Begging, ;bntpn^,b^^ 

: those,. 


Unheard 1 
Those slaYes m-ii^ 

What is’t to _ _ _ 

Lives on in gratode5Bit>.;a®t4 wins oii^ in: ^ i ! 

. : helpless T^dow^^wt^ 
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What is^t to Faber ? he stands safe and clear, 71 
Heaven can commence no legal action here ; 

And on his breast a mighty plate he wears, 

A plate more firm than triple brass, which bears 
The name of privilege, ’gainst vulgar awe ; 

He feels no conscience, and he fears no law. 

Nor think, acquainted with small knaves alone. 
Who have not shame outlived, and grace outgrown, 
The great world hidden from thy reptile view, 
That on such men, to whom contempt is due, so 
Contempt shall fall, and their vile author’s name 
Becorded stand through all the land of shame. 

No — to his porch, like Persians to the sun, 

Behold contending crowds of courtiers run ; 

See, to his aid what noble troops advance. 

All sworn to keep his crimes in countenance : 

Nor wonder at it — ^they partake the charge, 

As small their conscience, and their debts as large. 

Proppd by such clients, and without control 
From all that’s honest in the human soul 5 fio 
In grandeur mean, with insolence unjust, 

•Whilst none but knaves can praise, and fools will 
trust, 

Caress’d and courted, Faber seems to stand 
A mighty pillar in a guilty land. 

And (a sad truth, to which succeeding tiffl^ ' 
Win scarce give credit, when ’tis told in rhyi^) 
Did not strict honour with a jealous " 

Watch round the throne, did not true ^ ^ 

100 

He might in time 


(Who, link’d vnth honour for the 
Banks none but bonejs^men 
Forbid us to be crush’d ^ 
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But why enlarge I on such petty crimes ? 
They might have shocked the faith of former tir 
But now are held as nothing — we begin 
Where our sires ended^ and improve in sin ; 
Rack our invention, and leave nothing new 
In vice and folly for our sons to do. 

Nor deem this censure hard ; there’s not a p! 
Most consecrate to purposes of grace, 

Which vice hath not polluted ; none so high, 
But with hold pinion she hath dared to fly, 
And build there for her pleasure ; none so low 
But she hath crept into it, made it know 
And feel her pewer; in courts, in carnps she reif 
O’er sol;^ clti^ps, and simpie swains ; 

E’en in.nnr ^temples she hath flx’d her throne, 
And ’jt^ye Qpd’e altars placed her own. 

More to increase the horror of our state, 

I^o make her empire lasting as ’tis great ; 

To maka us, in ^ grown perfection feel 
Curses which neither art nor time can heal ; 
All shame dfeparded, all remains of pride> 
M^nness sits ^oyrn’d, and tmnmphs her si 
Meanno^, who gleans out of the hnman mind 
Those few good seeds wMch^t^ 

^ose seeds wM^h H W virtnei^er 

Meann^, 

Thebre 

. And;^eedom 





THE TIMES. 


249 


Ordains the standing mark of this vile age. 

The venal hero trucks his fame for gold, 

The patriot’s virtue for a place is sold, 

The statesman bargains for his country’s shame, 
And for preferment priests their God disclaim ; 140 
Worn out vnth lust, her day of lech’ry o’er, 

The mother trains the daughter which she bore 
In her own paths ; the father aids the plan, 

And, when the innocent is ripe for man, 

Sells her to some old lecher for a wife, 

And makes her an adulteress for life. 

Or in the papers bids his name appear. 

And advertises for a L : 

Husband and wife, (whom avarice must applaud) 
Agree to save the charge of pimp and bawd; m 
These parts they play themselves, a frugal pair. 
And share the infamy, the gain to share ; 

Well pleased to find, when they the profits tell, 
Ttett they pfe/d the whore and rogue so well. 
.. Npr .are these tldngiS (which might imply a spark 
Of shame still left) transacted in the dark : 

No — to the public they are open laid, 

And parried on like any other trade ; 

Scorning to mince damnation, and too proud 
To work the works of darkness in a doud, iSj? 
1% lallest vigour Vice maintains her sway ; c; , 
Free are her marts, and open at noon-day. 


Meanness, noW; wed.to Impudence, no JOGjPie^ ^ 
Jn darkn^, skulb,. and trembles^ 

When the,.hghii h^eaks/^on 
boldly she sta&f . ogj i 
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Since fate, to make them more sincerely one, 
Hath crown’d their loves with Montagu their son ; 
A son so like his dam, so like his sire, 

With all the mother’s craft, the father’s fire. 

An image so express in every part, 

So like in all bad qualities of heart, 

That, had they fifty children, he aloHe 
Would stand as heir apparent to the throne. 

With our own island vices not content. 

We rob our neighbours on the Continent * 

Dance Europe round, and visit every court, 

To ape their follies and their crimes import : j 
To different lands for different sins we roam> 
And, richly freighted, bring eur cargo home, 
Nobly industrious to make vice appear 
In her full state, and- perfect only here. 

To Holland, where politeness ever reigns. 
Where primitive sincerity remains. 

And makes a stand ; where Freedom in her couri 
Hath left her name, though she hath lost her fore 
In that as other lands; where simple Trade 
Was never in the garb of Fraud array’d ; i 
Where Avarice never dared to shew his head * 


Where, like a Smiling/cherub^ Mercy, led 
By Reason, blesses the sweei-ltoded race j 
And cruelty couid-aever ftad a ■ place 
To Holland for that we roam, ' ^ - * 

Which happily b^i^ ast hoi^ 

France, in returir^^r pe^ and power restored 
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Of vanities fuU-trimm’d ; of polish’d lies, 

Of soothing flatteries, which through the ears 
Steal to, and melt the heart ; of slavish fears 
Which break the spirit, and of abject fraud — 

For which, alas ! we need not send abroad. 

Spain gives us pride— which Spadn to all the 
Earth 

May largely give, nor fear herself a dearth — 
Gives us that jealousy, which, born of fear 
And mean distrust, grows not by nature here ; 210 
Gives us that superstition, which pretends 
By the worst means to serve the best of ends ; 
That cruelty, which, stranger to the brave. 

Dwells only with the coward and the slave ; 

That cruelty, which led her Christian bands 
With more than savage rage o’er savage lands. 
Bade them, without remorse, whole countries thin, 
And hold of nought, but mercy, as a sin* 

Italic nurse of every softer art, 

Who, feigning to reflne, unmans the heart ; 220 

Who lays the realms of Sense and Yirtue waste; 
Who mars while she pretends to mend our taste ; 

, Italia, to complete and crown our shame, 

Sends us a fiend, and Logion is his name. 

The farce of greatness without being great, • ^ 
without power, titles without estate. 

Souls without vigour, bodies without force, 

BEate without cause, revenge without rem^OTS^- 
I)ark, mean revenge, murder without ' 

JF^dusy without love, sound witho^#^^^" S30' 
Mirth without humouTj- wiOiotJt 
imth without reason, 

i^eal without knowie^eV'^iS^ pfed ar V 
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Men without manhood, women without heart ; 
Half-men, who, dry and pithless, are debarred 
From man's best joys — no sooner made than 
marr’d— 


Half-men, whom many a rich and noble dame, 
To serve her lust, and yet secure her fame, 
Keeps on high diet, as we capons feed, 

To gbit our appetites at last decreed ; 

Women, who dance in postures sc obscene, 

They might awaken shame in Aretine ; 

Who, when, retired from the day's piercing ligh 
They celebrate the mysteries of Night, 

Might make the Muses, in a comer placed 
To view iheir monstrous lusts, deem Sappho ohast 
These, and a thousand follies rank as these, 

A thousand JNdts^ ten thousand fools, who pleas 
pur pa]J?d and sickly taste, ten thousand knaves 
Who serve our foes as spi^, and us as slaves, s 
Who, by degrees, and piperceived, prepare 
Our necks for chains which they already wedr. 
Madly we '^tertain, at the expense 
Of fame^ q# virtue, taete, and commbn sens^ 


Nor st(%> we hereIttihe^s(®it^m^io 
Where m^ his 

In 7iew/-rT- 

They walk he two^ 

Attracts 

3^nld maike the ^ ^ 
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Which for the guilty leave no hope, no place, 

E’en in God’s mercy ; sins ’gainst Nature’s plan 
Possess the land at large ; and man for man 
Burns in those fires which hell alone could raise 
To make him more than damn’d; which, in the days 
Of punishment, when guilt becomes her prey, 271 
With all her tortures she can scarce repay. 

Be grace shut out, be mercy deaf, let God 
With tenfold terrors arm that dreadful nod 
Which speaks them lost, and sentenced to despair; 
Distending wide her jaws, let heU prepare 
For those who thus offend amongst mankind, 

A fire more fierce, and tortures more refined: 

On earth, which groans beneath their monstrous 
weight. 

On earth, alas I they meet a different fate, 280 
And whilst the laws, false grace, false mercy, shown, 
Are taught to wear a softness not their own. 

Men, whom the beasts would spurn, should they 
appear^ 

Amongst the honest herd, find refuge here. 

No longer by vain fear, or shame control!’ d. 
From long, too long security grown bold, 

Mocking rebuke, they brave it in our streets : 

And Lumley e’en at noon his mistress meets: 

$0 public in their crimes, so daring grown, 

They almost take a pride to have them knoy^^ afta 
And each unnatural villain scarce endures ' , 

To make a secret of his vile amours. : ; 

Go where we will,: at every time : 

Sodom ccmfi^onts, and stares us in 

They ply in public at oiim very; ijpq^ ^ ' 

An^ t^e the bread fixms wh^^^ 
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Those who are mean high paramours secure, 
And the rich guiltj screen the guilty poor ; 

The sin too proud to feel from reason awe. 

And those who practise it too great for law. 

Woman, the pride and happiness of man, 
Without whose soft endearments Nature’s plan 
Had been a blank, and life not worth a thought 
Woman, by all the Loves and Graces taught 
With softest arts, and sure, though hidden skill, 
To humanize, and mould us to her will ; 


Woman, with more than common grace form’d her 
With the persuasive language of a tear 
To melt the rugged temper of our isle, 

Or win us to her purpose with a smile ; s 

Woman, by fate the quickest §pur decreed, 

The fairest, l>^t reward of every deed 
Which bears the stamp of honour ; at whose nan 
Our ancient heroes caught a quicker flame, 

And dared beyond belief, whilst o’er the plain, 
Spuming the carcases of princes slain, 

Confusion proudly strode, whilst Horror blew 
The fatal trmnp,; and Leath stalk’d full in view; 


Woman is but of date, a thing thrown by 
As having loi^ its use; no more the eyei; 

With feiqale beau%' i / 

Gazes ^tT£mced,.an^' eould/for^ 

^ mwe 


And.the whole 1 
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And giving pleasure which is almost pain. sso 
Women are kept for nothing but the breed ; 

For pleasure we must have a Ganymede, 

A fine, fresh Hylas, a delicious boy, 

To seire our purposes of beastly joy. 

Fairest of nymphs, where every nymph is fair, 
Whom Nature form’d with more than common care, 
With more than common care whom Art improved, 
And both declared most worthy to be loved, 

neglected wanders, whilst a crowd 

Pursue and consecrate the steps of . 340 

She, hapless maid, born in a wretched hour, 
Wastes life’s gay prime in vain, like some fair fiower. 
Sweet in its scent, and lively in its hue. 

Which withers on the stalk from whence it grew. 
And dies uncropp’d ; whilst he admired, caress’d. 
Beloved, and every where a welcome guest. 

With brutes of rank and fortune plays the whore, 
For this unnatural lust a common sewer. 

Bin© with Apicius ; at his sumptuous board 
Find all the world of dainties can afford ; 350 

And yet (so much distemper’d spirits pall 
The sickly appetite) amidst them all 
Apicius finds no joy, but whilst he carves 
For every guest, the landlord sits and starves. 

The forest haunch, fine, fat, in fiavour high,- 
K^pt to a moment, smokes before his eye. 

Blit smok^ in vain j his heedless eye runs' o^er 
And loathes what he had deified b^ore ;.; ^ - 
The turtle, of a ^eat and glorious sh&e^^ ^ , 
Worth its own weight in gold, a W 

For which a man of taste all riste 
Itself a feast, and eyerf ; 
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The turtle in luxurious pomp comes in, 

Kept, killed, cut up, prepared, and dress’d hyj Qui 
In vain it comes, in vain lays full in view ; 

As Quin hath dress’d it, he may eat it too ; 
Apicius cannot. When the glass goes round, 
Quick-circling, and the roofs with mirth resoun^ 
Sober he sits, and silent ; all alone 
Though in a crowd, and to himself scarce knowr 
On grief he feeds : nor friends can cure, nor wii 
Suspend his cares, and make hiin Cease to pine. 

^y mourns Apicius thus ? 'tvhy -runs his ey( 
Heedless, o’er delicates, which from the sky 
Might call down Jove? Where now his genero 
wish 


That, to invent a new^ and better dish. 

The world might and all mankind expire, 
So he might roast a phoenix at the fire ? . 

Why swims that eye in tears, which, through a ra 
Of sixty years, ne’er skew’d one sign of ^ace ? ^ 
Why feels that heart,- which never felt before ? 
Why doth that pamper’d glutton eat nC inoire, 
"Who only lived to, eat, his stomach palFd^ 

And drown’d in floods of hertc^? hath call 


His father from the grate 'ttj^ond life ? 
Hath Qodius-on Ms hafluds j^thrn’d his wife? 


Or hath- 
CompeH’d him 
Hath some 
Brought ih> ■ 


€c®>tafUgM, 
his'-V^ k 
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Hath any rival glutton got the start, 

And beat him in his own luxurious art? 

Bought cates for which Apicius could not pay, 

Or dress’d old dainties in a newer way ? 

Hath his cook, worthy to be slain with rods, 
Spoird a dish fit to entertain the gods ? 

Or hath some varlet, cross’d by cruel fate. 

Thrown down the price of empires in a plate ? 400 
None, none of these — his servants all are tried : 
So sure, they walk on ice and never slide ; 

His cook, an acquisition made in France, 

Might put a Chloe out of countenance ; 

Nor, though old Holies still maintains his stand, 
Hath he one rival glutton in the land. 

Women are all the objects of his hate ; 

His debts are all unpaid, and yet his state 
In full security and triumph held, 

Unless for once a knave should be expell’d ; 410 

His wife Is stiH a whore, and in his power. 

The ■v^oman gone, he still retains the dower ; 
Sound in the grave (thanks to his filial care 
Which mix’d the draught, and kindly sent hiip 
there) 

His father sleeps, and till the last trump shake ; 
The corners of the earth, shall not awake, i 
Wheh^^ this sorrow, then? Behind 
'chair, . 

Didst thou not see, deck’d with a solitaire,;,', ' . 
Wiadh on his bare br^st glitteri|^\^^^^; 

With, nicest orijc8imfehts> a 4sa 

^ M. St. 
called* ■was da 
^ TOL, n, . 
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A smooth, smug stripling, in life's fairest prime ‘ 
Didst thou not mind, too, how from time to time 
The monstrous lecher, tempted to despise 
All other dainties, thither turn'd his eyes ? 

How he seem'd inly to reproach us all. 

Who strove his fix'd attention to recal. 


And how he wish'd, e'en at the time of grace, 
Like Janus, to have had a double face ? 

His cause of grief behold in that fair boy. 
Apicius dotes, and Cory don is coy. 4 

Vain and unthinking stripling I when the glasi 
Meets thy too curious eye, and, as you pass, 
Flattering, presents in smiles thy image^ there, 
Why dost thou bless the gods, who made thee fair 
filame their large bounties, and with reason blam( 
Curse, cur^ thy beauty, for it leads to shame ; 
When thy hot lord, to work thee to his end, 

Bids showers of gold into thy breast descend, 
Suspect his gifts, nor the vile giver trust ; 
They’re baits for virtue, and smell strong of lust, 
On those gayr gaudy trappings, which adorn 4 
The ten^ of thy: body, look^th scoru ; 

View them with horror • they poOution oosean, 
Ahd''d^^t^ruiB-:/.'t^ seen 
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Is still behind, and thou must yield to force. 

Paint to thyself the horrors of a rape, 

Most strongly paint, -and, while thou canst, escape ; 
Mind not his promises — they’re made in sport — 
Made to be broke — ^was he not bred at court ? 
Trust not his honour ; he’s a man of birth : 

Attend not to his oaths — they’re made on earth. 
Not register’d in heaven— he mocks at grace, 46i 
And in his creed God never found a place ; 

Look not for Conscience- — for he knows her not. 

So long a stranger, she is quite forgot ; 

Nor think thyself in law secure and firm ; 

Thy master is a lord, and thou a worm, 

A poor, mean reptile, never meant to think, , 
Who, being well supplied with meat and drink, 
And suffer’d just to crawl from place to place, 
Must serve his lusts, and think he does thee grace. 
Fly, thm, whilst yet ’tis in thy power to fly ; 471 
But whither canst limu go ? on whom rely 
For wish’d Virtue’s sure to meet 

An arrtied host of foes in every street. 

What boots it, of Apicius fearful grown, 

Headlong to fly into the arms of Stone ? 

Or why take refuge in the house of prayer . 

If sure to meet with an Apicius theref 
:Tril#:not ^ age, which thy faith betray j 
Saint Socrates is still a goat, though gx^: ^ 

Trust not^greenyouth ; Florio will 
And, at eighteen, hath surfeited the ' 

Tinst 
They take 
’Gainst commtdh 

He k^ps one whbe : 
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Trust not to marriage — took a wife, 

Who chaste as Dian might have pass’d her life, 
Had she not, far more prudent in her aim, 

(To propagate the honours of his name, 49< 

And save expiring titles) taken care, 

Without his knowledge, to provide an heir : 

Trust not to marriage, in mankind unread ; 

g .’s a married man, and S new wed. 

Wouldst thou be safe ? society forswear, 

Fly to the desert, and seek shelter there ; 

Herd with the brutes— they follow Nature’s plan 
There’s not one brute so dangerous as man. 

In Afrie’s wilds — ’mongst them that refuge find 
'^ich lust denies thee here among mankind : 6C 
Renounce thy name, thy nature, and no more 
Pique thy vain pride on manhood : on all four 
Walk, as you see those honest creatures do, 

And quite forget that once you walk’d on two. 
But, if the thought of solitude alarm, 

And social life hath one remaining charm ; 

If still thou art to jeopardy decreed * 

Amon^ the , monsters of Augusta’s breed, 

Lay by thy sex, thy safety to proomre. 

Put off Hie maUj from hash to Bve seettre j « 
Go forth aK wmnani^ tl^ ; i 

And with tketeg^h^ipssume their too; 

Had the iighh-fqot^^^: of Gbirm^S 


Thia-uatial 

'4 
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The maudlin hero, like a puling boy 
Robb’d of his plaything, on the plains of Troy 
Had never blubber’d at Patroolus’ tomb, 

And placed his minion in his mistress’ room ; 

Be not in this than catamites more nice, 

Do that for virtue, which they do for vice ; 62o 

Thus shalt thou pass untainted life’s gay bloom, 
Thus stand uncourted in the drawing-room ; 

At midnight, thus, untempted, walk the street, 
And run no danger but of being beat. 

Where is the mother, whose officious zeal, 
Discreetly judging what her daughters feel 
By what she felt herself in days of yore, 

Against that lecher man makes fast the door 
Who not permits, e’en for the sake of prayer, 

A priest, uncastrated, to enter there, sso 

Nor (could her ^wishes, and her care prevail) 
Would suffer in the house a fly that’s male ? 

Let her diseherg© her ear^, throw wide her doors. 
Her dai^hters cannot, if they would, be whores; 
Nor can a man be found, as times now go, 

Who thinks it worth his while to make them so. 

Though they more fresh, more lively than the 
' mom, 

And brighter than the noon-day sun, adorn 
The works of Nature ; though the mother’s grace 


Revives inaproved, in every daughter’s 
U]^disciplined in dull Discretion’s 

,:’ 0 -o' forth 

Nor think d d^^, 
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Watch not their steps — ^they’re safe without thy 


care, 

Unless,, like Jennets, they conceive by air, 

And every one of them may die a nun, 

Unless they breed, like carrion, in the sun. e 
Men, dead to pleasure, as they^re dead to grace, 
Against the law of Nature set their face. 

The grand primeval law, and seem combined 
To stop the propagation of mankind ; 

Vile pathics read the Marriage Act with pride. 
And fancy that the law is on their side. 

Broke do^, and strength a stranger to his ba 
Old Ligonier, though yet ^ve, is dead j 
T — - lives no more, 0?? lives not to our isle ; 
No I<mger bjes^d;^wi^ a P^na^s smile ; 6 

— is at fetembnrg disgraced, 

And - gro'wB. gray, perforce groivc chaste J 
Nor to the credit of our modest race, 

E^es one scallion to supply their place. 

A. maMenh^? ^hich, twenty years agCy . - 

In mid Ifecemfeery the rank % would blow , 


^-sWsl^ 

Inflcmies the marrow, !^ :^e,ve??y sti:^t. . , 
May lie untouched, left for the worms> by those 


Who 1 


liriUoSel*. 
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the times. 

To save their fortunes, bawds leave off their trade, 
Which first had left off them ; to Wellclose square 
Fine, fresh young strumpets (for Dodd preaches 
there) 

Throng for subsistence : pimps no longer thrive, 

And pensions only keep L alive. 

Where is the mother, who thm^ all he^ pain, 
And all her jeopardy of travail, gain 
When a man-child is bom; thinks every prayer 
Paid to the full, and answer’d in an heir ? 
Short-sighted Woman ! little doth she know 
What streams of sorrow from that source may now ; 
Little suspecjt, while she surveys her boy. 

Her young Narcissus, with an eye of joy ^ 

Too full for continence, that Fate could give 
Her darling as a curse ; that she may live, 

Ere sixteen, winters their short course have run, 


*75 the eltot sop of 

■Rav William mariy years viear of Bourne, in Lincoln- 
to 1729, educated at Oxbridge aa a 
6^ of Oiare Hall, wb,re he tpok his '?®S 7 ee^f ao|, OT 

^Dg the owversity, married very imprudently m mi , 

twdera- and became a popular preacher. His first pre- 
tlmSeship rf West Ham. 

■ lecturer of St. Olave, Hart Str^t, aftepwhi(* 

^ri®e gave him a prebend .stall >n ^ , 

one of the chaplains m ordinary to 
Soe tutor to Mr. Stanhope, afterwards Ewl c? 
fiSr Dr. Dodd was one of the founders of 
Hospital and its first chaplain on ori^n^ 

ift Weil4osei the^h^e^ 
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In agonies of sonl, to curse that son. 69 

Pray then for daughters, ye wise Mothers, pray 
They shall reward your love, not make ye gray 
Before your time with sorrow ; they shall give 
Ages of peace, and comfort ; whilst ye live 
Make life most truly worth your care, and save, 
In spite of death, your memories from the grave. 

That sense with more than manly vigour fraught 
That fortitude of soul, that stretch of thought, 
That genius, great beyond the narrow bound 
Of earth’s low walk, that judgment perfect found 
When wanted most, that purity of taste eo 

Which critics mention, by the name of chaste ; 
Adorn’d with el^anee, that easy flow 
Of ready wit, which never made a foe ; 

That that dignity, that ease, 

Iliose powers of pleasing, with that will to please 
By which Lepel, when in her youthM days, 

B’en flroifi the currish Pope extorted praise, 

We see, feansmitted, in her daughter shine, 

AAdvii^tvih^ ^ 

In never-^eeasing strews l^sorrow flow 


Lep^^; 

' * 1720, to iFohSa? idr 
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3e from that hour the house with sables hung, 
jet lamentations dwell upon thy tongue, 

3’en from the moment that he first began 
To wail and whine, let him not see a man-: 

Lock, lock him up, far from the public eye : 

Q-ive him no opportunity to buy. 

Or to be bought ; B-- though rich, was sold. 

And gave his body up to shame for gold. 620 
Let it be bruited i\l about the town. 

That he is coarse, indelicate, and brown, 

An antidote to lust ; his face deep scarr’d 
With the small-pox, his body maim’d and marr’d ; 
Ate up with the king’s evil, and his blood 
Tainted throughout, a thick and putrid flood, 
Where dwells corruption, making him all o’er, 
From head to foot, a rank and running sore. 
Shouldst thou report him, as by nature made, . 

He is undone, and by t^y praise betray’d ; 63o 

Give him out frir, lechers, in number more, 

More brutal, and more fierce, than throng’d the door 
Of Lot in Sodom, shall to thine repair. 

And force a passage, though a god is there. 

Let him not have one servant that is male ; 
Where lords are baffled, servants oft prevail. 

Some vices they propose, to all agree ; 

Hr— was guilty, but was M free ? 

Give him no tutor — throw him to a punfc , 
Rather than trust his morals to a monk ;-^ 

Monks we ail know--we, who h 
From fair report, and travellers 
More feelingly ; nor 
oft a covering.^' 

Foir base designs i 
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More than one parson in the pillory. 

Should he have brothers, (ima^e to thy view 
A scene, which, though not public made, is tn 
Let not one brother be to t’other known, 

Nor let his father, sit with him alone. ^ 

Be all his servants female, young and fair, 
And if the pride of Nature spur thy heir ^ 

To deeds of venery ; if, hot and wild, 

He chance to get some score of mai(i with oh 
Chide, but forgive him ; whoredom is a crime 
Which, more at this than any other time. 

Galls for indulgenee, and, ’mongst such a raoe^ 
To have- a ^stod is some sign of grace. 

Bom in such *ould I sit tamely dow 
Suppj^ess my through the to^ 

As cme-wfeitoe-wWoi, or shared these orim 
SKmJd i afeles^ evik point my rhymes, ’ 
And let this giant sin, in the Ml eye 
Oi observation, pass unwounded by ? 

Th^h BUT meek wives^ f^ve obedience tai 
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Bom in such times, nor with that patience curst 
Which saints may boast of, I must speak or burst. 

But if, too eager in py bold career, 68i 

Haply I wound the nice, and chaster ear ; 

If; all unguarded, all too rude, I speak, 

And call up blushes in the maiden’s cheek, 
Forgive, ye fair — my real motives view, 

And to forgiveness add your praises too. 

For you I write — nor wish a better plan, 

The cause of woman is most worthy man ; 

For you I stiH will write, nor hold my hand 
WThilst there’s one slave of Sodom in the land. 69o 
Let them fly far, and skulk from place to place, 
Not daring to meet manhood face to face ; 

Their steps I’ll track, nor yield them one retreat 
Where they may hide their heads, or rest their feet, 
Tin God, in wrath, shall let his vengeance fall. 
And make a great example of them all, 

Biddii^g; in one grand p3e, this town expire, 

Her tow<^ in dust, her Thames a lake of fire ; 

Or they (most worth our wish) convinced though late 
Of their past crimes and dangerous estate, 700 
l^ardlon 6f -^otoen w^ith rep€mtanoe buy. 

And learn to- honour there as much as L ^ 




INDEPENDENCE. 

This poem T^as pablished in the last week of Septeml 
17&4, and U the latest of Church ill’s productions tl 
appeared in his Ufe^time. He soon afterwards went 
France, where he was attacked by the disorder which p 
maturely swept him to the grave. 

Adverting to the title, we may observe, that at this fd 
Chprchill l3ui so far acquired the Independence which 
kv^, as to be altogether out of debt, and had he lived, 
might, with the profits arising from the sale of his fbra 
still popular poems, and of his friture productions^ he 
realised a suffident competence for 1^^ 



AFPY tl^e bard (thongb few erach bar 
we find); 

Wbo, ;coiifeolment, dares to spe 



f' pares, 

fesbien 
compel, 
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le views her with a contemptuous eye, lo 
Lud mocks the puppet, keeps his own due state, 
ind is above conversing with the great. 

Perish those slaves, those minions of the quill, 
/Vho have conspired to seize that sacred hill 
(Vhere the nine sisters pour a genuine strain, 

Ind sunk the mountain level with the plain ; 

Tfho, with mean, private views and servile art, 

.S’o spark of virtue living in their heart, 

Eave basely turn’d apostates ; have debased 
Iheir dignity of office : have disgraced, 20 

Like Eli’s sons, the altars where they stand, 

And caused their name to stink through all the 
land; 

Have stoop’d to prostitute their venal pen 
For the support of great, but guilty men ; 

Have made the bard, of their own vile accord. 
Inferior to that thing we call a lord. 

What is a lord ? Doth that plain simple word 
Contain some magic spell ? As soon as heard, 

Like an alarum bell on Night’s dull ear. 

Doth it strike louder, and more strong appear so 
Than other words ? Whether we will or no. 
Through reason’s court doth it unquestioned go 
E’en on the mention, and of course transmit 
Notions of something excellent ; of wit 
Pleasing, though keen ; of humour free, though 
chaste ; - 


Of sterling genius, with sound judgment 
Of virtue, far above temptation’s rea^|.C 
And honour, which not malice can 
‘BdSeVe it not — ■■ 
vll^pre their rank 
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They should have pass’d for men, nor blush’d i 
prize 

The blessings she bestow’d — she gave them eye 
And they could see ; she gave them ears — the 
heard ; 

The instruments of stirring, and they stirr’d ; 
Like us, they were design’d to eat, to drink, 

To talk, and every now and then, to think ; 

Till they, by pride corrupted, for the sake 
Of siugularity, disclaim’d that make ; 

Till they, disdaining nature’s vulgar mode. 

Flew off, and struck into another road. 

More fitting Quality, and to our view 
Came forth a species altogether new, 

Something? we had not known, and could not kno^ 
Like nothii^ of God’s makmg here below ,* 
Natuite exclaim’d with wonder : Lords are thin 
Which, never made by me, were made by kings 
A lord, (nor let the honest and the brave, 
The \tme old noble, with the fool and knave 


Here mix his fame ; our^ be that thot^ht of mil 
Which i fox should Grafton join 


The third D^e of Oraftpp was then just at the out 
of his. p<difSeaI career, which waa conamenced under the h 
ners of the "of C^thattu On the dSamiasal . of the 

of Bedford's .J^fcoofs^rafton tpois .■ 

officp of secreta^ of' ah engagement to snpp 
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lord, (nor here let Censure rashly call ei 

jr just contempt of some, abuse of all, 
id, as of late, when Sodom was my theme, 
ander my purpose, and my muse blaspheme, 
3cause she stops not, rapid in her song, 

0 make exceptions as she goes along — 
hough well she hopes to find, another year, 

. whole minority exceptions here) 

. mere, mere lord, with nothing but the name, 

7 ealth all his worth, and title all his fame, to 
ives on another man, himself a blank, 

’hankless he lives, or must some grandsire thank 
I’or smuggled honours, and ill-gotten pelf ; 

L bard owes all to nature, and himself. 

Gods, how my soul is burnt up with disdain, 
Vhen I see men, whom Phoebus in his train 
lilight view with pride, lackey the heels of those 
^hom genius ranks among her greatest foes I 
knd what's the ^cause ? why, these same sons of 
scorn, 

No thanks to them, were to a title bom, so 
And could not help it ; by chance hither sent, 

And only deities by accident. 

Had fortune on our getting chanced to shine. 
Their birthright honours had been yours or mine. 
'Twas amere random stroke, and should the throne 

came the oaly efficient minister and the chief 
measures against Wilkes. In 1770 he took 
and Lord North the treasuiy. His grace ccaitSaiiiteiiti 
till 1777, and died in 1811. , . " ■ 

, OburchiU’s preceding poem, hean se- 

v^ely^d justly ccosufl^^difox 
the pj^yalehce in this 

was condemned 
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Eye thee with favour, proud and lordly grown, 
Thou, though a bard, might’st b.e their fellow ye 
But Felix never can be made a wit. 

"No, in good faith — that’s one of those few thin^ 
Which fate hath placed beyond the reach of king 
Bards may be lords, but ’tis not in the cards. 
Play how we will, to turn lords into bards. 

A bard — a lord — why, let them, hand in hani 
Go forth as friends, and travel through the lanji 
Observe , which word the people can digest 
Most readily, which goes to market best, 

Which gets most credit, whether men will trust 
A bard, because they think he may be just. 

Or on a lord will choose to risk their gains. 
Though privilege in that point still remains. 

A band— a lord— -Let Keason take her scales^ 
And fairly weigh those words, see which prev^ 
Which in the balance lightly kicks the be'am, 
And which, by sinking, we the victor deem* 

’Tis done, and Hermes, by command of JoVe, 
Summons^ synod in the sacred gr^ 

Gods th®<n:^ With gods to take their chairs on 
And sit in st^te, the senate of the sky, 

Whilst, in a kind of parliament below, 

Men stare, at those above, and want to know 


What4l^re trai^^^ Beason takes her sta 
Just in the in her Mad,- 

Whi<^ o’er finds it true 


Ilrom either 




comes 
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le now and then see something like them here. 
The first was meagre, flimsy, void of strength, 
ut nature kindly had made up in length 
iTiat she in breadth denied : erect and proud, 

. hfead and shoulders taller than the crowd, 120 
[e deem’d them pigmies all : loose hung his skin 
I’er his bare bones : his face so very thin, 

>0 very narrow, and so much beat out, 

?hat physiognomists have made a doubt, 
.Proportion lost, expression quite forgot, 

JVhether it could be call’d a face or not : 
it end of it, howe’er, unbless’d with beard, 

Some twenty fathom length of chin appear’d : 

With legs, which we might well conceive that Fate 
Meant only to support a spider’s weight, iso 

Firmly he strove to tread, and with a stride, 
Which shew’d at once his weakness and his pride. 
Shaking himself to pieces, seem’d to cry, 

Observe, good people, how I shake the sky,” 

In his right hand a paper did he hold, 

On which, at large, in characters of gold, 

Distinct and plain for those who run to see', , 
Saint Archibald had wrote i.,o,E,n. 


This allusioxi to Archibald Bower fixes the portrait pf 
the lord npon the amiable historian of Henry the 
who was through life his firzn friend and patron. , The 
script! ons. of his though highly oarioatured;, 

some points of resemblance ; his slender, -ono 
and meagre face, had alao been ludicrous^l 
poiitteal prhat lerveE§4 agabst 3ir Robertf^^“ 

Bat who be dat So so ls 
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This, with an air of scorn, he from afar 
TwirFd into Reason’s scales, and on that bar, 
Which from his soul he hated, yet admired, 
Quick turn’d his back, and, as he came, retired 
The judge to all around his name declared ; 
Each goddess titter’d, each god laugh’d, Jove star 
And the whole people cried, with one accord, 
Good Heaven bless us all ! is that a lord*?” 
Such was the first — the second was a man 
WTiom nature built on quite a diff’rent plan ; 
A bear, whom, from the moment he was born. 
His dam despised, and left unliok’d in scorn ; 

A Babel, which, the power of art outdone, 

Sfie could not finish when she had begun ; 

An utter Chaos, out of which no haight 
But that of God, could strike one spark of light 
Broad were his shoulders, and from blade to 
blade, 

A H might at full length have laid : 

Vast were his bones, his muscles twisted strong 
His face was short, but broader than ’twas long 
His features, though by nature they were large 
Contentment had contrived to overcharge. 

And bury meaning, save that we might spy 
Sense, lowering on the penthouse of his eye ; 
His armS: two oaks ; . his legs so stou 
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?^or were they, look but at his body there, 

Design’d by fate a much less weight to bear. 

O’er a brown cassock, which had once been black, 
iVhich hung in tatters on his brawny back, 

1 sight most strange, and awkward to behold. 

He threw a covering of blue and gold. 170, 

Fust at that time of life, when man by rule. 

The fop laid down, takes up the graver fool, 

He started up a fop, and, fond of show, 

Look’d like another Hercules turn’d beau ; 

K subject met with only now and then, 

Much fitter for the pencil than the pen ; 

Hogarth would draw him (Envy must allow) 

E’en to the life,^ was Hogarth living now. 

With such accoutrements, with such a form. 
Much like a porpoise just before a storm, I’so 
Onward he roll’d : a laugh prevail’d around ; 

E’en Jove was seen to simper; at the sound 
(Nor was the cause unknown, for from his youth 
Himself he studied by the glass of truth) 


He join’d their mirth ; nor shall the gods condemn 
If, whilst they laugh’d at him, he laugh’d at them. 
Judge Reason view’d him with an eye of grace^ 
Look’d through his soul, and quite forgot his ffeee, 
And, from his hand received, with fair regard ’ 


Placed in her other scale, the name of Bard; , ^ 
Then, (for she did as judges ought to 
She nothing of the ease beforehand 













Hit) THE POEMS OF CHTJBCHILL. 

Nor wish’d to know ; she never stretch’d the laws, 
Nor, basely to anticipate a cause, 

Compell’d solicitors, no longer free, ' 

To show those briefs she had no right to see) 

Then she with equal hand her scales held out. 

Nor did the cause one moment hang in doubt ; 

She held her scales out fair to public view, 

The Lord, as sparks % upwards, upwards flew, 200 
More light than air, deceitful in the weight ; 

The Bard, preponderating, kept his state ; 

Reason approved, and with a voice, whose sound 
Shook earth, shook heaven, on the clearest ground 
Pronouncing for the Bards a full decree, 

Cried — ‘‘Those must honour them, who honour me ; 
They from this present day, where’er I reign, 

In their own right, precedence shall obtain ; 

Merit rules here; be it enough that birth 
Intoxicates, and sways the fools of earth.” m 
Nor think that here, in hatred to a lord, 

I’ve forged a tale, or alter’d a record ; 

Search wheh you will, (I am not nowin sport) 
YouTl Ind it register’d in Reason’s court. i 
Nor think that envy here hath strung my lyr^ 
That I depreciate what I most ^ ; 

And lo<i cm titl^ an eye of scorn, . . 

Beeause"X.,y^.,^o|i.|^|a 

By Him joiore prpnd, 

More inly a, crowd . M 
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midst corruption,” than to have a train 
f flickering levee slaves, to make me vain 
f things I ought to blush for ; to run, fly, 
nd live but in the motion of my eye ; 
ntien I am less than man, my faults t’ adore, 
nd make me think that I am something more. 
Recal past times, bring back the days of old, 
/"hen the great noble bore his honours bold, sso 
nd in the face of peril, when he dared 
hings which his legal bastard, if declared. 

Light well discredit ; faithful to his trust, 
a the extremest points of justice, just; 
iT'ell knowing all, and loved by all he knew ; 
rile to his king, and to his country true ; 

Lonest at court, above the baits of gain ; 

'lain in his dress, and in his manners plain ; 
loderate in wealth, generous, but not profuse, 
V'ell worthy riches, for he knew their use ; 240 

Possessing much, and yet deserving more ; 
)eserving those high honours which he wore 
Tith ease to all, and in return gainM fame 
Vkioh all men paid, because he did not claim ; 


Then the grim war was placed in dread array, 
^erce as the lion roaring for his prey, 

)r lioness of royal whelps foredone ; 


n peace, as mild as the departing sun ; 

L general blessing wheresoe’er he turn’d,. : 
Patron of learnii^, nor himself unlea^^l|!^ 
awfjfce at tender oaS;- 
I fether of the poor, a friend, 
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And every Muse conspire to swell his fame, 

Till Envy shall to him that praise allow 
Which she cannot deny to Temple now. 

This justice claims, nor shall the bard forget, 
Delighted with the task, to pay that debt, 26< 
To pay it like a man, and in his lays, 

Sounding such worth, prove his own right to praise 
But let not pride and prejudice misdeem, 

And think that empty titles are my theme ; 
Titles, with me, are vain, and nothing worth > 

I reverence virtue, but I laugh at birth. 

Give me a lord that’s honest, frank, and brave, 

I am his friend, but 6annot be his slave ; 

Though none, indeed, but blockheads would preten( 
To make a slave, where they may rtiake a friend. 
I love his virtues^ and will make them known, ijt 
C onfess his rank, but can’t forget my own. 

Give me a lord, who, to a title born. 

Boasts nothing else, I’ll pay him scorn with scorn 
What I shall my pride (and pride is virtue here) 
Tamely make way, if such a wretch appear ? 
Shall I uncov^d stand, and bend my knee 
To such a shadow, of nobility^ 

A shred, a remnant? he might rot unknown 
For any real mierit of his owti, »£ 


And never to pui^ie note 

Had he - 

To think a ] 
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''hen, overlooking each minute defect, 
nd all too eager to be quite correct, 

1 her full heat and vigour she imprest 
[er stamp most strongly on the favour’d breast) 
he bard, (nor think too lightly that I mean 29i 
'hose little, piddling witlings, who o’erween 
)f their small parts, the Murphys of the stage, 
'he Masons and the Whiteheads of the age, 

Vho all in raptures their own works rehearse, 
imd drawl out measured prose, which they call 
verse) 

The real bard, whom native genius fires, 
ftThom every maid of Castaly inspires, 
jet him consider wherefore he was meant, * 

Let him but answer nature’s great intent, soo 
ind fairly weigh himself with other men, 

Would ne’er debase the glories of his pen, 

Would in full state, like a true monarch, live. 

Nor bate one inch of his prerogative. 

Methinks I see old Wingate firowning here, 
(Wingate may in the season be a peer. 

Though now, against his will, of figures sick, 

He’s forced to diet on arithmetic, 

E’en whilst he envies every Jew he meets, ao9 


Who cries old clothes to sell about the streets) ^ 
Methinks (his mind with future honours big, , 


His Tyburn bob turn’d to a dress’d bag wig)^ 
I hear him cry — What doth this 

erec aoJAt a 


,, 
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A saucy groom, who trades in reason, thus 
To set himself upon a par with us ; 

If this here’s suffer’d, and if that there fool 
May when he pleases send us all to school, 
Why, then our only business is outright 
To take our caps, and bid the world good nigh 
I’ve kept a bard myself this twenty years. 

But nothing of this kind in him appears ; 

He, like a thorough, true-bred spaniel, licks 
The hand which cuffs him, and the foot which ki( 
He fetches and he carries, blacks my shoes, 
Nor thinks it a discredit to his muse ; 

A creature of the right chameleon hue, ^ 

He wears my colours, yellow or true blue. 

Just as I wear them : ’tis dl one to him 
Whether I <^tange through conscience, or thro 
whim. 

Now this is something like ; on such a plan 
A bard may find a friend in a great man ; 

But this proud oos;comb — Zounds, I thought tha 
Of this queer tribe had been like my old Paul, 
Injurious thought I accursed be the tongue 
On which the vile insinuation hung. 

The heart where ’twas engender’d ! curst be th 
Those bards, who not themselves alone expo^ 
But me, but all, and make the very pame 
By which they’re call’d a standing mar^ ^ol s&f 
Talk not of custom-- tie the coward’^ ? 
Current with fools, but passes not with me : 
An old, stale tricky which gudt ha% often 
By numbers to o’etpower the 

tell me then that from thc-.bhE^:^f 
■ --tV-:- Pawl mitebiBad. 
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No matter when, down to the present time, sso 
As by the original decree of fate, 

Bards have protection soilght amongst the great ; 
Conscious of weakness, have applied to them 
As vines to elms, and twining round their stem, 
Flourish’d on high ; to gain this wish’d support 
E’en Virgil to Mecsenas paid his court. 

As to the custom, ’tis a point agreed. 

But ’twas a foolish diffidence, not need. 

From which it rose ; had bards hut truly known 
That strength which is most properly their own. 
Without a lord, unpropp’d they might have stood. 
And overtopp’d those giants of the wood. 

But why, when present times my care engage. 
Must I go back to the Augustan age? 

Why, anxious for the living, am I led 
Into the mansions of the ancient dead ? 

Can they find patrons no where but at Rome, 

And must I seek Mecsenas in the tomb ? 

Name but a Wingate, twenty fools of note 
Start up, and from report Mecsenas quote ; sto 
U nder his colours lor^ are proud to fight. 
Forgetting that Mecsenas was a knight : 

They mention him, as if to use his name 
Was, in some measure, to partake his fame. 
Though Virgil, was he living, in the street. 

Might rot for them, or perish in the Fleel , 

See how they redden, and the char^ 
a and in the Fleet — ^forbid 

Hence, ye vain boasters, to the > .. . 

And ask, with feluj^s'adk# ; sso’ 

3*® ,Tlje impriide^- man, and 

tba steady evinced 
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Patrons in days ‘of yore were men of sense, 
Were men of taste, and had a fair pretence 
To rule in letters— some of them were heard 
To read off-hand, and never spell a word ; 

Some of them, too, to such a monstrous height 
Was learning risen, for themselves could write, 
And kept their secretaries, as the great 
Do many other foolish things, for state. 

Our patrons are of quite a different strain. 
With neither sense nor taste; against the grain si 
They patronize for fashion’s sake — no more — 


towards him, have been noticed before. Lloyd entertaine 
golden hopes of the success of the St, James’s Magazine, 
publication almost entirely of his own composition, whic 
he commenced on his quitting Westminster school ; it hov 
(Bvar proceeded no farther than two volumes, and never havir 
had a sale adequate to his expectations and consequent moc 
of living, poor tJoyd was immured by his creditors in tl 
•Fleet prison* 

An effort was made to raise a sufficient sum for his suppo 
by a subscription among his friends, hut it was SO cold" 
entertained that the expedient was not resorted to, slnd 1 
VtUs principally sui^ort^ by the bounty of Churchill. I 
also received some triffing sums from the booksellers, for 
translatiofit of l^aitnonM’e Tales, and some other haai 
translations and or^nal pieces, ’jwhkh did not contribute 
increase his reputation. 


The news of Churchy’s death being announced somewh 
abruptly to him vMe .at 'ffibner, be was seized vdi 
a sudden sickn^', W fever, Ur 

saying, “ I shail „bed, fro 

^ . whieh he never n moni 

^‘■ffillow poor ‘ ‘ ' 

his sickness he was by bfess Patty Clnfircld 

his decea^^:ffMg^'>^^pees^ 
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And keep a bard, just as they keep a whore. 
Melcombe (on sucla occasions I am loath 
To name the dead) was a rare proof of both. 

Some of them would be puzzled e’en to read, 

Nor could deserve their clergy by their creed ; 
Others can write, but such a Pagan hand, 

A Wines should always at our elbow stand ; 

Many, if begg’d, a chancellor, of right. 

Would order into keeping at first sight. 400 

Those who stand fairest to the public view 
Take to themselves the praise to others due ; 

They rob the very ’Spital, and make free 
With those, alas, who’ve least to spare — ^we see 

hath not had a word to say. 

Since winds and waves bore Singlespeech away. 

Patrons in days of yore, like patrons now, 
Expected that the bard should make his bow 

Pr. Edward Willes, Bishop of Bath and Wells, and 
joint decypherer, with his son Edward Willes, afterwards 
chief justice of the common pleas, to the king. Dr. Willes 
was first employed in that capacity upon the proceedings 
against Atterbury, Bishop of Rochester, for a treasonable 
correspondence ; a considerable pension was settled on him 
for his services. He died in 1773. Churchill was ordain^ 
a deacon by Bishop Willes to the curacy of Cadbury, 
Somerset. 

^ The gentleman distinguished by this namOj was ffee 
ifeight Honouratde William Gerrard Hamilton, #h<> 5 ^ SO 
called from the circumstance of his having, as his mtaideitt 
Spe^h, delivered a very forcible and eloquent haa^sa^^/ffistd 
having never again gratified the house wi^h 
specimens of his oratary< In 1761, he as 

principal secretary of state to the 

of Halifax; and in J763,^we find fof the 

Exchequer for that, kh^donu : of 

f>yea£ on thOrSc^- retmmed 

Eaqgiahd# and died in 
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At coming in, and every now and then 
Hint to the world that they were more than men; 
But, like the patrons of the present day, 4ic 
They never bilk’d the poet of his pay. 

Virgil loved rural ease, and, far from harm, 
Meeaenas fix’d him in a neat, snug farm, 

Where he might free from trouble pass his days 
In his own way, and pay his rent in praise. 
Horace loved wine, and, through his friend at court. 
Could buy it off the quay in every port : 

Horace loved mirth, Mecsenas loved it too ; 

They met, they laugh’d, as Goy and I may do, 42c 
Nor in those moments paid the least regard 
To which was minister, and which was bard. 

Not so our patrons— grave as grave can be, 
They know themselves, they keep up dignity ; 
Bards are a forward race, nor is it fit 
That men of fortune rank with men of wit : 

Wit, if familiar made, will find her strength — 

^Tis best to keep her weak, and at arm’s length. 
’Tis well enough for bards, if patrons give, 

IVom hand to mouth, the scanty means to live. 48( 
Such is their language, .and their practice such j 
They promise little, and they give not much. 

Let the weak bard, with prc^ituted strain, 

Praise that |«*qud^ty^m men disdain 

What’s his reward tjwhy, his.owh fame undone. 
He may obtain a patent for the run 


; M. Pierre Gk)y, a Frwh gentleman of briniaataccoiiQ 
\ 1 -V ’ ’ but dissipated iftbits,.. was introdnoed by-Wto 

■ ■ J-ri ' who,, in hie to bis a&dend,.. 

^Orthe a larvfr njwrta. /vtf ji. i A . JFtit 
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Of his lord’s kitchen, and have ample time, 

With offal fed, to court the cook in rhyme ; 

Or (if he strives true patriots to disgrace) 

May at the second table get a place, • 440 

With somewhat greater slaves allow’d to dine. 

And play at crambo o’er his gill of wine. 

And are there bards, who, on creation’s file. 
Stand rank’d as men, who breathe in this fair isle 
The air of freedom, with so little gall. 

So low a spirit, prostrate thus to fall 

Before these idols, and without a groan 

Bear wrongs might call forth murmurs from a stone? 

Better, and much more noble, to abjure 

The sight of men, and in some cave, secure 450 

From all the outrages of pride, to feast 

On Nature’s salads, and be free at least. 

Better (though that, to say the truth, is worse 
Than almost any other modem curse) 

Discard all sense, divorce the thankless Muse, 
Critics commence, and write in the Keviews, 
Write without tremor — Griffiths cannot read ; 


No fool can fail, where Langhorne can succeed. 

But (not to make a brave and honest pride. 

Try those means first she must disdain when tried) 
There are a thousand ways, a thousand arte, m 


4^® Crambo or Orcmbe, formerly a very favouritje axsa^e^ 
ment. “ I saw m a comer . . . a cluster of men aMiwome^l 
diverting themselves with a game of crambo. I heard' steweraj 
double rhymes . . . which raised a great dejtf 
AnDisoN. Crabbe says, "Crambo is a plh;^ 
which he that repeats a word that 
something.” 

Br. I^anghome succeed^ ;i _ , 

CMtical Beview, 
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By which, and fairly, men of real parts 
May gain a living, gain what Nature craves ; 

Let those, who pine for more, live, and be slaves. 
Our real wants in a small compass lie ; 

But lawless appetite, with eager eye, 

Kept in a constant fever, more requires. 

And we are burnt up with our own desires. 

Hence our dependence, hence our slavery springs ; 
Bards, if contented, are as great as kings. 470 
Ourselves are to ourselves the cause of ill ; 

We may be independent, if we will. 

The man who suits his spirit to his state 
Stands on an equal footing with the great ; 

Moguls themselves are not more rich, and he 
Who rules the English nation, not more free. 
Chains were not* forged more durable and strong 
For bards than others, but they Ve worn them long 
And therefore wear them still ; they Ve quite forgo 
What freedom is, and therefore prize her not. 48 
Could they, though in their sleep, could they but 
know 


The blessings which from Independence flow ; 
Could they but have a short and transient gleam 
Of liberty, though ^twas but in a dream, 

They would no more in bondage bend their knee 


^But, once made free. 

The Muse, if she . moment freedom gains, 

Can never more aubn^t to- sing m chains. 
ri U ] ^ far from the featherM throng, 

rep^s his keep^' with- his song r ' 
playful sets wide . the ' : ' 

and. thinki^ 
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And rather starves than to his cage return. 

Hail, Independence — by true reason taught, 
Howfewhave known, and prized thee as they ought I 
Some give thee up for riot ; some, like boys. 
Resign thee, in their childish moods, for toys ; 
Ambition some, some avarice misleads, 

And in both cases Independence bleeds. soo 

Abroad, in quest of thee, how many roam, 

Nor know they had thee in their reach at home I 
Some, though about their paths, their beds about. 
Have never had the sense to find thee out : 

Others, who know of what they are possess’d, 

Like fearful misers, lock thee in a chest. 

Nor have the resolution to produce, 

In these bad times, and bring thee forth for use. 
Hail, Independence — though thy name’s scarce 
known. 

Though thou, alas I art out of fashion grown, sia 
Though all despise thee, I wiU not despise. 

Nor live one moment longer than I prize 
Thy presence, and enjoy : by angry fate 
Bow’d down, and almost crush’d, thou cam’st, 
though late, 

Thou cam’st upon me, like a second birth, 

And made me know what life was truly worth. 
Hail, Independence — never may my cot, 

TiU I forget thee, be by thee forgot : 

Thither, 0 thither, oftentimes repair;. : 

Cotes, whom thou lovest too, shall r 

Humphry Cotes, a wine merchant' 

Lane, and a etrenuoTis a^vo^te for his poKtletd 

fil^mggles. He was an 

whose btn^esa hh transseted^ his own f he 
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All thoughts but what arise from joy give o’er, 62] 
Peace dwells within, and Law shall guard the door 
Overweening Bard I Law guard thy door I whai 
law? 

The law of England. — ^To control and awe 
Those saucy hopes, to strike that spirit dumb, 
Behold, in state. Administration come. 

Why, let her come, in a^l her terrors too ; 

I dare to suffer all she dares to do. 

I know her malice well, and know her pride, 

I know her strength, but will not change my side 
This melting mass of flesh she may control m 
With iron ribs, she cannot chain my soul. 

No — to the last resolved her worst to bear, 

Tm still at large, and independent there. 

Where is this minister? where is the band 
Of ready slaves, who at his elbow stand 
To hear, and to perform his wicked will ? 

Why, for the first time, are they slow to ill ? 
When some grand act Against law is to be done, 

Doth deep ; doth blood-hound run w 

To L — - 7 — and worry those small deer, 

When he might do more precious mischief here ? 
Doth Webb turn tail? doth he refuse to draw 
Illegal warrants, and to call them Law ? 

Doth — ^ Ouilford. from Gnilford run, 
With that cold lump of united dough), bis son,; 


became bankrupt in 176^, and was treated in hie difiSLcnltf 
with the most mortifying indifference and neglect by M 
; . W^es. They were, however, reconciled, and poor 

the drudge of th^ great ^triot, the renew 
■ friendeh^ 
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And, his more honest rival Ketch to cheat, 
Purchase a burial-place where three ways meet ? 

Believe it not ; is still, 

And never sleeps, when he should wake to ill : 660 

doth lesser mischiefs by the bye. 

The great ones till the term in petto lie: 

lives, and, to the strictest justice true, 

Scorns to defraud the hangman of his due. 

0 my poor Country — weak, and overpower’d 
By thine own sons — ate to the bone — devour’d 
By vipers, which, in thine own entrails bred. 

Prey on thy life, and with thy blood are fed — 
With unavailing grief thy 'wrongs I see. 

And, for myself not feeling, feel for thee. seo 
I grieve, but can’t despair — for, lo, at hand 
Freedom presents a choice, but faithful band 
Of loyal patriots ; men who greatly dare 
In such a noble cause ; men fit to bear 
The weight of empires ; Fortune, Rank, and Sense, 
Virtue and Knowledge, leagued with Eloquence, 
March in their ranks ; Freedom from file to file 
Darts her delighted eye, and with a smile 
Approves her honest sons, whilst down her cheek, 
As ’twere by stealth, (her heart too full to speak) 
One tear in silence creeps, one honest tear, i>7i 
And seems to say. Why is not Granby here ? 

The Marquess of Granby, in 1 7 63, accepted t]|ie oMm of 
Ma^r-General of the Ordnance, and was, ip 
Commander-in-chief of all his Majesty ^s land fbrd& ih< Great 
^feaiP. Junius reuses , him of an to 

iiis own family and connections in the e;s;erciWpf 

admits that “ ip private Hfe he was taiq^^iohably 
good man, who, for th^ interest of his 'oo^try, ot^i to 
heen a great one* JBcmm vxrtm ifdcMe. 4ix&i3 
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0 ye brave few, in whom we still may find 
A love of virtue, freedom, and mankind. 

Go forth — ^in majesty of woe array’d, 

See at your feet your country kneels for aid, 
And, (many of her children traitors grown) 
Kneels to those sons she still can call her own ; 
Seeming to breathe her last in every breath. 

She kneels for freedom, or she begs for death. 5S 
Fly, then, each duteous son, each English chief, 
And to your drooping parent bring relief. 

Go forth — nor let the Siren voice of ease 
Tempt ye to sleep, whilst tempests swell the seas 
Go forth — nor let Hypocrisy, whose tongue 
With many a fair, false, fatal art is hung. 

Like Bethel’s fawning prophet, cross your way. 
When your great errand brooks not of delay ; 

Nor let vain Fear, who cries to all she meets, 
Trembling and pale, A lion in the streets I ” 6! 
Damp your free spirits ; let not threats affright, 
Nor bribes corrupt, nor flatteries delight : 

Be as one man — concord success ensures — 
There’s not an English heart but what is yours. 
Go forth — and Virtue, ever in your sight. 

Shall be your guide by day, your guard by nighi 
Go forth — ^tBe champion^ of your native land. 
And may the battle |wro^r in your hand, 

It may, it must : ye cannot be withstood. 

Be your hearts ho^^% as youT omm is good. ^ 

hherU&r, I speak of kiim bow whboat partialityi 
^ fl^oke of hhn with r^eEtmestv His misses m yc 

K did not arise eStlier fW want of sentJiBtepift- 
^gn^ent, bat, m 

^^tbebad people wkb’ ■ r 
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OME of my friends, (for friends I must 
suppose 

All, who, not daring to appear my foes, 
Feign great good will, and, not more 
full of spite 

Than full of craft, under false colours fight) 

Some of my friends, (so lavishly I print) 

Is more in sorrow than in anger, hint 
'Though that indeed will scarce admit a doubt) 
That I shall run my stock of genius out, 

My no great stock, and, publishing so fast. 

Must needs become a bankrupt at the last. lo 
“ The husbandman, to spare a thankful soil, 
^ieh, rich in disposition, pays his toil 
More than a hundredfold, which swells his store 
E^en to his wish, and makes his barns run o’er> 

By long experience taught, who teaches bes$, 
Foregoes his hopes a while, and gives it resft: 

The land, allow’d its losses to repair, , > 

. ^ Thj& ^ort piece was som «|fcjj©r^a 

.a»d was tli^ <xbIj fee 

jonai^ered, which he lefe 
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Refresh’d, and full in strength, delights to wear 
A second youth, and to the farmer’s eyes 
Bids richer crops, and double harvests rise. 2 
Nor think this practice to the earth confined 
It reaches to the culture of the mind. 

The mind of man craves rest, and cannot bear 
Though next in power to God’s, continual care. 
Genius himself (nor here let Genius frown) 

Must, to ensure his vigour, be laid down. 

And fallow’d well : had Churchill known but thi; 
Which the most slight observer scarce could misi 
He might have flourish’d twenty years, or more. 
Though now, alas 1 poor man I worn out in four, 

Recover’d from the vanity of youth, 

I feel, alas! this melancholy truth, 

Thanks to each cordial, each advising friend, 

And am, if not too late, resolved to mend * 
Resolved to give some respite to my pen, 

Apply myself once more to books and men. 

View what is present, what is past review, 

And, my old stock exhausted, lay in new. 

For twice six moons, (let winds, turn’d porters, be 
This oath to heaven) for twice six moons, I swe£ 
No Muse shall, tempt me with her Siren lay. 

Nor dtaw me. from improvement’s thorny way. 
Verse I abjure, her wffl forgive that friend. 

Who, in my hearing, shall a rhyme commenfi. 

It cannot be— whether- 1 v^, or no. 


. Such as, they are, my thoughts in measure fiow; 
determined, I in prose b^n, 

did wt to i complete ereo bie fofe 

'th© ‘’Hosciaid’ bW' ■ p^liebed 
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But ere I write one sentence, verse creeps in, 

And taints me through and through ; by this good 
light 

In verse I talk by day, I dream by night ! eo 
If now and then I curse, my curses chime, 

Nor can I pray, unless I pray in rhyme. 

E’en now I err, in spite of common sense, 

And my confession doubles my offence. 

Rest then, my friends ; — spare, spare your pre- 
cious breath. 

And be your slumbers not less sound than death ; 
Perturbed spirits, rest, nor thus appear 
To waste your counsels in a spendthrift’s ear ; 

On your grave lessons I cannot subsist. 

Nor e’en in verse become economist. 6o 

Rest then, my friends, nor hateful to my eyes. 

Let Envy, in the shape of Pity, rise 
To blast me ere my time ; with patience wait, 

(’Tis no long interval) propitious Fate 

Shall glut your pride, and every son of phlegm * 

Find ample room to censure and condemn. 

Read some three hundred lines, (no easy task, 

But probably the last that I shall ask) ■ 

And give me up for ever ; wait one hour — 

Nay, not so much — revenge is in your power, 7^ 

And ye may cry, ere Time hath turn’d his glassj^^ 

“ Lo I what we prophesied is come to pass.” / ;• 

Let those "v^ho pdetry in poems claim,, - - 
Qr not read this, or only read to btoe-^ 

Let those who are by fiction’s charnis''#tefeiv^,^ 

Return me thanks for . 

Let those who love a little ‘ ; ■ 

Postpone their purchase ho^ , .i. 





294 THE POEMS OF CHTJRCHIIL. 

Let those who, void of nature, look for art, 

Take up their money, and in peace depart ; 

Let those who energy of diction prize. 

For Billingsgate quit Flexney, and be wise : 
Here is no lie, no gall, no art, no force, 

Mean are the words, and such as come of cours( 
The subject not less simple than the lay ; 

A plain, unlabour’d Journey of a Day. 

Far from me now be every tuneful maid ; 

I neither ask, nor can receive their aid. 

Pegasus turn’d into a common hack, 

Alone I jog, and keep the beaten track, 

Nor would I have the Sisters of the hill 
Behold their bard in such a dishabille. 

Absent, but only absent fox a time. 

Let them caress some dearer son of rhyme ; 

Let them, as far as decency permits, 

Without suspicion, play the fbol with wits, 
’Gainst fools be guarded ; ’tis a certain rule, 
Wits are safe things ; there’s danger in a fool. 
Let them, though modest, Gray, more modesi 
woo ; 


The publisher of his poems. Mr. Flexney died 
7, 1808, aged 77, having handod over to Mr. W. Tooke, v? 
first edited the Aldine edition of OhurchilUs poems, 
1803, the very few he had preserved of, 

relating to, the poet; fi-om but little informati 

could be collected ; he was at the saane time confident tl 


none others existed, which the lapse of time has confirm 
pew instances occur in the liteirary T^fwld of a naan whb 1 
. ^ed so eminent a position as Churchill leaving so few n 
' himself behind j the fact, is, he destroyed m 

: and 'hrs dihsipatied aesooiates were i 

; with their own iril^hur pursuits to care 
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Let them with Mason bleat, and bray, and coo ; loo 
Let them with Francklin, proud of some small Greek, 
Make Sophocles, disguised, in English speak ; 

Let them with Glover o’er Medea doze ; 

Let them with Dodsley wail Cleon e’s woes, 

Whilst he, fine-feeling creature, all in tears. 

Melts as they melt, and weeps with weeping peeins ; 
Let them with simple "Whitehead taught to creep 
Silent and soft, lay Fontenelle asleep ; 

Let them with Brown contrive, no 'v^gar trick. 

To cure the dead, and make the living sick ; no 
Let them, in charity to Murphy, give 
Some old French piece, that he may steal and live; 
Let them with antic Foote subscriptions get. 

And advertise a summer-house of wit. 

Thus, or in any better way they please, 

With these great men, or with great men like these. 
Let them their appetite for laughter feed ; 

I on my Journey all alone proceed. 

If fashionable grown, and fond of power, m 
With humorous ^ots let them disport their hour ; 

103 Mr. Glover, in his tragedy of Medea, attempted to 
improve upon Euripides and Seneca; the unities are pre- 
served throughout, and the diction is, in general, harmonious 
and picturesque. Mrs. Yates usually selected this play for 
bar benefit. 

1?^ Cleone, a tragedy by Robert Dodsley, the hooksaHer, 
having been rejected by Garrick, was first acted at Govent 
Wden in 1768: it is founded upon the old df % 

^eneyieve, written originally in French, and fransl^ei hito 
hy Sir William Lower about two htUidr^S ago. 
Jke play was acted a few seasons with some wqass,; but ihw 
jaow been neglected for many years. 

i<ff ^Whitehead's “ School for Lovers ** wte daSlCated to the 
kemory of Fontenelle. 

cnre of Saul, a sacred oda 
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Let them dance, fairy-like, round Ossian’s tomli 
Let them forge lies and histories for Hume ; 

Let them with Home, the very prince of verse. 
Make something like a tragedy in Erse ; 

Under dark allegory’s flimsy veil 
Let them with Ogilvie spin out a tale 
Of rueful length ; let them plain things obscure. 
Debase what’s truly rich, and what is poor 
Make poorer still by jargon most uncouth ; 

With every pert, prim prettiness of youth, 

Born of false taste ; with Fancy (like a child 
Not knowing what it cries for) running wild ; 
With bloated style, by affectation taught, 

With much false colouring, and little thought. 
With phrases strange, and dialect decreed 
By reason never to have pass’d the Tweed ; 

With 'Words, which nature meant each other’s f( 
Forced to compound whether they will or no ; 
With such materials, let them, if they will, 

To prove at once their pleasantry and skill, 

Build up a bard to war ’gainst common sense, 

By way of compliment to Providence ; ^ 

Let them with Anm^ong, taking leave of sense 



DavH Hsd(W?s 8tr(H^ bias in favour of the Stua 
midered Mm t^moxious to the Whigs. 

John Ogilvie, JLM. the author of Providence 
poem, publxshod ia In which the most cogent arj 
menta in jfiavour of a dbrhte providence are adorned w 
phasing allegorical harmonious mrmhers. 

■ ^ Dr. John Armstrong:, outlie poems “Benevolen 
,c to Eumenes " ^d “Ihe Art of Preserving Healf 

it: the public^ioiit o£!^ Briton, on the m 

of fewndship : and Chinch 

^wev>» hut feeJ hurt constant att» 

lecHntrTmeai ^ poJitios lie 
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lead musty lectures on Benevolence, 

)r con the pages of his gaping Day, 

^^here all his former fame wos thrown away, 
^ere all but barren labour was forgot, 
i.nd the vain stiffness of a letter'd Scot ; 
jct them with Armstrong pass the term of light, 
Jut not one hour of darkness ; when the night ico 
Juspends this mortal coil, when memory wakes, 
^en for bur past misdoings conscience takes 
L deep revenge, when, by reflection led, 

Ihe draws his curtains, and looks comfoi^t dead, 
jet every muse be gone ; in. vain he turns, 
iud tries to pray for sleep ; an ^tna burns, 

L more than iEtna, in his coward breast, 
ind guilt, with vengeance arm'd, forbids him rest : 
though soft as plumage from young Zephyr's wing, 
lis couch seems hard, and no relief can bring ; 
ngratitude hath planted daggers there I6i 

^0 good man can deserve, no brave man bear. 

Thus, or in any better way they please, 

Vith these great men, or with great men lik$ these, 
jet them their appetite for laughter feed 
. on my journey all alone proceed. 

0 means approved of the system adopted by his friends. In 
761 , while physlcUn to the English army in Germany, ha 
rrote a earless epistle to Wilkes, called Day, which was 
nhlished (as the prefatory advertisement oonfesses) ** with- 
ttt the knowledge or consent of the author, or of the 
&an to whom it was addressed.” In this poem he haiwidad 
(W reaectlons, which drew on him the ten- 

Ijsahoe of our satirist. 




PEAGMENT OP A 

DEDICATION TO DR. W. WAREUETON, 

BISHOP OP GLOTJOBSTEE. 

The mannscript of this unfinished poem -was found amoi 
the few papers Churchill left behind him at his death, ai 
appears to have been intended by him as the dedication oi 
volume of sermons to the learnt predate, against whom . 
on all occasions aimed the most malignant shafts of satire 


EALTH to great Glo'ster— from a me 
unknown, 

Who holds thy health as deaxly as hi 
own, 

Aoceptt this greeting — nor let modest fear 
Call up one maiden blush — I mean not here 
To wound with fiattery ; Tis a villain’s art, 

And suits not with the frankness of my heart. 
Truth best becomes ^ orthodox divine, 

And, spits of heS^ th# is mine : 

To sp^ e’en feiiea: truths I eannot fear ; 

But tru^ my here. 

Health to gre^ <^’s^&er-^or, thror^h. love < 





L aE prieste address displease 

^ fwova } Hot one note I orsve ; 

b<£9j braiH i^;&e^ $:rste>. " . ; 
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For till that time it never can have rest) 
will not trouble you with one bequest, 
lome humbler friend, my mortal journey done, 
lore near in blood, a nephew or a son, 
n that dread hour executor Til leave, 
i'or I, alas 1 have many to receive — 20 

?o give, but little. — To great Glo’ster health ; 

^or let thy true and proper love of wealth 
lere take a false alarm — in purse though poor, 
n spirit Fm right proud, nor can endure 
?he mention of a bribe — thy pookeFs free : 

though a dedicator, scorn a fee. 
jet thy own offspring all thy fortunes share ; 

: would not Allen rob, nor Allen’s heir. 

Think not — a thought unworthy thy great soul, 
Vliioh pomps of this world never could control ; ao 
Vhich never offer’d up at Power’s vain shrine— 
?hink not that pomp and power can work on mine, 
ris not thy name, though that indeed is great, 
ris not the tinsel trumpery of state, 
ris not thy title. Doctor though thou art, 
fis not thy mitre which hath won my heart. 

State is a laroe ; names are but empty things ; 

The active benevolence of Mr. Allen ia celebrated by 
jope in these lines : 

Det bumble Allen, with an awkward shame, 

^ Do good by stealth, and blush to find it hxm/* 

] tf^urton, in his notes upon nearly ere^ ym^ of the 
b^e quotation, takes the opportunity of exalti^ thebha- 
of his patron, representing Pope as ocntiwhag him 
‘^4’^ and much more than he had feigned in the imijpbiary 
dutnes: cf the Man of Bose. One, who, vtiSgtber he be con** 
civil, social, domestic, or capacity, is 

human nature.^ 
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Degrees are bought ; and, by mistaken kin^, 
Titles are oft’ misplaced ; mitres, which shine 
So bright in other eyes, are dull in mine, < 

Unless set oif by virtue ; who deceives 
Under the sacred sanction of lawn sleeves 


Enhances guilt, commits a double sin, 

So fair vrithout, and yet so foul within. 

’Tis not thy outward form, thy easy mien. 

Thy sweet complacency, thy brow serene. 

Thy open front, thy love-commanding eye. 
Where fifty Cupids, as in ambush, lie, 

Which can from sixty to sixteen impart 
The force of Love, and point his blunted dart ; 
^Tis not thy face, though that by nature’s made 
An index to thy soul ; though there display’d 
We see thy at large, alnd through thy skin 
Peeps out that courtesy which dwells within ; 
’Tis not thy birth, for that is low as mine ; 
Around our heads no lineal glories shine ; 

But what is birth, when, to delight mankind. 
Heralds can make those arms they cannot find; 
When thou art to thyself, thy sire unknown, 

A whole Welsh gai^ogy alone ? 

No ; thy inward man, thy proper worth. 

Thy just ed^teation here on earth, 



And flowing source, thy min 

'^y known conteip^ persecution’s rod, 
dhari^ for love of God, 

w ’mongst e£l< 

givd'h^ afeB ttfer^c© to iny ' pen. 

. -v,,. 
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lised by that theme, I soar on wings more strong, 
id burst forth into praise withheld too long. 
Much did I wish, e’en whilst I kept those sheep 
hich, for my curse, I was ordain’d to keep, 
•dain’d, alas I to keep through need, not choice, 
lose sheep which never heard their shepherd’s 
voice j 

hich did not know, yet would not loam their way ; 
hich stray’d themselves, yet grieved that I should 
stray ; 

lose ’sheep which my good father (on his bier 
)t filial duty drop the pious tear) so 

spt well, yet starved himself ; e’en at that time 
hilst I was pure and innocent of rhyme ; 
hilst, sacred dulness over in my viow, 
eep at my bidding crept from pew to pew, 
uoh did I wish, though little could I hope, 
friend in him who was the friend of Pope. 

His hand, said 1, my youthfril steps shall guide, 
ad lead me safe where thotisands fall beside t 
is temper, his experience shall control, 
ad hush to peace the tempest of my soul $ so 
is judgment 'teach me, from the critic school 


Ohurobm eaecotdod his father in the cttrsoy tnd leotmw* 
Jfohn the Evangeliet, Westmineteri hie ocndoot 
jbwM #<«ae time exemplary, hot latterly, the com* 
le ler^otloQ of hit duty jaetly Inotured the diiplemrore 
ill perishhmeri, who complained to hii dlooem ^ 

whioh Ohmwhill, la Jaataary 17W. mlgmd 
jutee^eadwlthlt the dress, the laet 

^pmoti oP a 

i&» oDtitoC, DM sMsiHerl,, Am* Umi Mood 


«f nb(d» ootdd sNiw )iMr, 
wiHRft bMdad Otoiit, iU OUtt bm (ton.* 
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How not to err, and how to err by rule ; 

Instruct me, mingle profit with delight, 

Where Pope was wrong, where Shakspeare was 
not right ; 

Where they are justly praised, and where throug 
whim 

How little^s due to them, how much to him. 
Raised ’hove the slavery of common rules. 

Of common-sense, of modern, ancient schools ; 
Those feelings banish’d which mislead us all, 
Fools as we are, and which we Nature call,* i 
He by his great example might impart 
A better something, and baptize it Art ; 

He, all the feelings of my youth forgot. 

Might shew me what is taste by what is not ; 

By him supported with a proper pride, 

I might hold ail mankind as fools beside ; 

He (should a world, perverse and peevish grown 
Explode his maxims and assert their own) 
Might teach me, like himself to be content, 

And let their folly be their punishment ; : 

Might, like himself, teach his adopted son, 
’Gainst all the world, to^quote a Warburton. 




The literary tyraimy assntned and exercised by Wi 
burton ahd his discEi^ies could i^Ot be exceeded, and has ne^ 
been equalled since the days of the Scaligers. Hume, wh< 
libOTaliiy and ameniljy dispo®^^ rendered him a perf 
contrast tp these sturdy dogmatists, thus characterizes 
style of criidoism. ** Ih this haterval I publidisd, at 
my Natural History of ahmg with some 

p^ces : its public entry was ohset^e, except only 
Hnrd wrote a pamphlet against it, wi*^ all the ifiibe 
^ arrogance, and. semKility, wMch dMngm^ 'i 
y; schooL This. pamphlet gave me' some cob! 

Irf^^^^Sep^erwTse md^eze^fTfeej^^ 

^ v-,,* : 
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Methinks I hear the deep-toned thunders roll, . 
And chill with horror every sinner’s soul ; 

In vain they strive to fly — flight cannot save ; 
And Potter trembles even in his grave ; i 

With all the conscious pride of .innocence 
Methinks I hear him, in his own defence, 

Bear witness to himself, whilst all men knew, 

By gospel rules his witness to be true. 

0 glorious man I thy zeal I must commend, 
Though it deprived me of my dearest friend ; 
The real motives of thy anger known, 

Wilkes must the justice of that anger own 5 
And, could thy bosom have been bared to view, 
Pitied himself, in turn had pitied you. 

Bred to the law, you wisely took the gown, 
Which I, like Demas, foolishly laid down ; 

Hence double strength our Holy Mother drew, 
Me she got rid of, and made prize of you. 

I, like an idle truant fond of play, 

Doting on toys, and throwing gems away, 
Grasping at shadows, let the substance slip ; 

But you, my Jord,, renounced attorneyship 
With better purpose, and more noble aim, 

And wisely play’d a more substantial game : 

Nor did Law mourn, bless’d in her younger son 
For Mansfield does what Glo’ster would have doi 
Doctor! Dean! l^ippl CJle’^ter! and my Lor( 
If haply these high accord 

With thy meek spirit;' S the barren sound 
pride d^ghts thee, ^ to the topmost round 

gp n of t Ke 






A BEPICATION. 


305 


f Fortune’s ladder got, despise not one 
or want of smooth hypocrisy undone, 

/ho, far below, turns up his wondering eye, 
nd,' without envy, sees thee placed so high : 170 

et not thy brain (as brains less potent might) 
izzy, confounded, giddy with the height, 
urn round, and lose distinction, lose her skill 
.nd wonted powers of knowing good from ill. 

If sifting truth from falsehood, friends from foes ; 
jot Glo’ster well remember how he rose, 

[or turn his back on men who made him great ; 
,Qt him not, gorged with power, and drunk with 
state, ; 

hrget what once he was, though now so high j 
low low, how mean, and full as poor as L iso 
0 * * 

0 0 0 0 * 


Ccetef}*a dm/nt. 




INDEX.* 



^CKMAN, an 
actor, 1 . 4. 
Actors, their 
poverty, i. 2 ; 
censured for 
introducing 
the peculiarities of a ta- 
vounte character into all 
their parte, 2S j not to be 
judged by their personal 
mente or defects, 43 ; stroll- 
ing, described, 70; their 
8eff-iroportanoe,71; unwor- 
thy of the poet's attention, 
except Garrick, ii, 196. 
Ages, the five, described, i. 
200 . 

Aldrich, Rev. S. bis connec- 
tion with the Cook Lane 
Ghost Conspiracy, ii^ S3, 
115. 

Allen, R. ftCGorint of, i. 179; 

his benevolence, ii* 299. 
Almacfic's, Old, ii, 205, 
Ajnboyna, tnassoore of fhe 
£k^h by the Lhitoh at, ' 

Amyand, and C> 

v; :»j>x 


Annet, Peter, punished for 
blasphemy, ii. 138. 

Apicim, ii. 255, 260. 

A polio f invocations to, ridi- 
culed, i, 14, ii. 58. 

Aristocracy, an absolute mo- 
na^^ to be preferred to, 

Armstrong, Br. J. his con- 
neotioa with Wilkes, ii. 
296. 

Arne, Dr, account of, i. S6^ 

Arrow, id. 62, 92. 

Arts, Society of,' its origin, 
ii 94; B, Thornton's 
tempt to ridicule it, 

Asgill, Sir C.. 

^dress to the ,-|s^^||^/ 

the peace 

142. 

A^tronomv 
rise and p 
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Austin, an actor, notice of, 
i. 25. 

Authors, jealousies of, i. 64 ; 

not worth satirizing, ii. 197 . 
Avaro, Dr. Pearce, his pu- 
nishment after death, ii. 
73. 

AylifFe, John, account of, i. 

130; allusion to, i.l56, 159. 
Ayliffe's Ghost^ C.^s intended 
satire, i. 1^; lines writ- 
ten for, ii. 13. 

Bacon, Lord, ii. 65. 

Baker, Sir Richard, ii. 52. 
Barge, the city, ii. 164. 
Barrowby, ii. 259. 

Baxry, Spranger, account of, 
i. 3, 46. 

Beard, John, Covent Garden 
Theatre managed hy, i. 15, 
37. 

Beardmore, his conduct as 
nnder-ehWiff, ii. 12 r notice 
of,16A, 

Beckford, Lord Mayor of 
London, 1762-3, ii. 108; 

' notice 123. 

the, its sue- 

cesS|i.#. 

Bei^DBiey, notice of, 

im. ■ ■: ' ■ . 

Betterton, Thoma^ aooOtint 

the inha^Sdtaaits 
of, descidhe^ iL l^i.r;;-: 
Biacow, ii. 16sf 

Blafces, account ■ ' 
- Bteckfriars Bridge, c3iaaiic«^ 
its 



Bow Stteet Police Office, ii. 
150. 

Boyce, Dr. the musician, ac- 
count of, i. 199. 

Boyle, John, Earl of Orrery, 
his memoir of Swift, ii. 201. 

Branshy, account of, i. 26. 

Brent, Miss, account of i. 36. 

Bride, Miss^ account of, i.39. 

Briefs, reading of, in church- 
es, abolished in 1828, i. 
164. 

Briton, the, patronized by 
Lord Bute, 1 . 106. 

Brocklesby, Dr. attends 
Wilkes after his duel with 
Mr. Martin, i. 153. 

Brown, Mr. the publisher, 

’ implicated in the Cock 
Lane Conspiracy, ii. 36. 

Brown, Rev. Dr. John, ac- 
count of, ii. 155 : his Esti- 
mate, ib. 

Browfte, Dr. W. mention of, 
ii. 223. 

Bruce, Dr. S. designated as 
Crape, ii. 109. 

Brussels Gazette, its political 
untruthftilness, ii. 95. 

Brute, Sir J. Quin as, i 53. 

Buckingham, George Vil- 
Kers j D uke of, his influence 
over Charles I, ,i. 227; 
Churchill’s lines on, en- 

; ^ ..graved on. a cup presei^ted 
.to Wilkes, i5. 

JJfr.y his correspon- 
dsnce.w^ Wilkes^ ii. 217. 
iL44s^ 

Ske <^'4i,..173v 
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tion,134; his intimacy with 
the Pnncefis Dowager ot 
Wales, 208; his m^ati- 
tude towards the Duke ot 
Newcastle, ii. 126; sati- 
rized, 152 ; sixteen peers 

created hy, 161 ;reurement 

of, 207. 

Byron, Lord, his poem on 
Churchill’s Grave,” u. 
272. 


Caloraft, John, Esq. his be- 
quests to Miss Bride arm 
her children, i- 39 ; ii- 
28. ... 
Cambridge University, oon- 
test for the High-Steward- 
ship of, ii. 105. 

Camden, fiw Pratt. .. 

Campbell, a fortune-teller, u. 
4i2. 

Candour, rebukes C.^ ar- 
dour, i. 125, m; C. re- 
nounces, 132 ; ii. 141. _ 
Canning, Elizabeth, her im- 
posture, detection, and pu^. 
nishmenL ii. 54. 

Canning, George, hiS 
tions to his mother, u W- 
CtenonA of Criiicwnt, by ^r. 

Edwards,!. 18^-' _ 

Canvassing for the 
ment of IW, deserShed* ^ 
144. : 

CarOTr, 

of, iLs9-. ■ ■ 

... ..Bj 


Champion, the Kings, n. 
182. 

Charles T, alleged annual ce- 
lebration of his death by the 
Roundheads, i. 207 ; causes 
of his unpopularity, 227 ; 
his fall accelerated hy the 
intrigues of his queen, 228 ; 
his attempt to govern with- 
out a Parliament, 220 ; an 
apology for, 2S0. 

Chw-les fl, s^ Dunkirk to 
the French, i. 2SS; Tan- 

f ler abandoned by, w. ; 
is sudden death, 234. 
Charlotte, 

Chatham, Pitt. , .. 

Chaunoy, Dx. ^ 
,135. 

Cheere, ii. 134. . 

Chesterfield, Lord, character 
of Lord Sandwich attri- 
buted to, ii. 195* 

Childhood, described, L 200. 
OfbWy = Wtaea^fem; > .. 

mo. - 

Charc^ll, Charles,, 
ciemts, L 14. 
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tratii^ his animosity to 
the Sottish nation, 95; 
characterizes his own po- 
etry, 100 ; reprimanded 
by Dr. Pearce, 102 ; nar- 
rowly escapes arrest under 
the general warrant, 127 ; 
asserts his own indepen- 
dence, and honesty of pur- 
pose, 130, ii. 118; his in- 
tended satire of Aytiffe^s 
Ghost, i. 131; his excur- 
sion to W ales, 198 ; de- 
scribes his mode of compo- 
'lis reading 
ib . ; wrote 
lines by 
on a cup 
presented to Wilkes, 227 ; 
his memory tenacious, ii, 
14 ; some intended poems, 
ib.; his elopement with 
Miss Carr, 17 ; his loyalty 
to Wilkes, description 
of his monetary difficulties, 
21 ; relieved from his 
embarrassments by Dr. 
Lloyd, ih , ; how he em- 
ployeu his first earnings, 
22 ; his self-condemnation, 
25, 63 ; how he would wish 
to die, 30 ; Dr. Johnson's 
opinion of, 80 j his ajmte- 
hension of arrest, fit; 
how he would desh*e to 


sition, 210 ; t 
considerahle, 
rapidly, 219 ; 
him inscribed 


lire and die, 201 ; deStEr<im 
n^ly .all his MSS, 
his tomb and mseription, 
portrait of hh^ei^ 
274; did not complete ids 
pprtiipoetic year, 292 ;la- 
his propenmty : to 
; (mniduct as 

Westminster, 

f '.JPdtty,-,' swt- 



illness, ii. 282 ; her death 
ib. 

Cibber, Colley, notice of, i] 
76. 

Cibber, Mrs. account of,i.4C 

City, characterized, ii. 64 
preparations for the Cit; 
feast, 168. 

Cleland, John, account of, i: 
15. 


Cleveland, Duchess of, he 
paramount influence in th 
time of Charles II, i. 233. 

Cleveland, John, couplet hy 
on Scotland, i. Il6. 

Clive, Lord, i. 2 ; account oi 
ii. 24 j3. 

Clive, Catherine, account oi 

i. 34. 

Clouet, M. St. ii. 257. 

Coan, John, a dwarf, i, 3. 

Cock Lane Ghost, account o 
the, ii. 32 ; visit to Fanny’ 
tomb described, ii. 81. 

Colman, Georgy account oi 
4 ; ridicules Gray, i. 14. 

Commons, House oi, its re 
solutions on No. 4o of th 
North Briton, i, 128; re 
solutions against Wilkes 
129; the resolutions ex 
punged fix>^m its journal, ii 

Contdave, the, an unpublishei 
satire by C., extract from 

ii. 73. 


Cooper^ L., the courtezan, C 
at the theatre with, i. 21. 
Cotoiwition of George III 
r^errfed tQ, m 161. 

^ 25S; 

Cosmopolitanism censured 
■XU.229-.' 
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prosperity under the man- 
affement of Beard, 1. 1.5. ^ 
,^per, WUUam, hia.admx- 
ration for Gotham, 1 . 193, 
extract from, on libellous 
writers, ii.l; 
the Estimate of Brown, 
155 

irave, Dr. Bruce, character 

of,u.l09;goestoSteiitor, 

129 ; wakes jDutwian, I7i. 
Irambo, the game of, n. 285, 
Mtical iieview, its critique 

on the Hosoiad, i. 61 *, a 
remark made by, on a p^- 
sage in The 
its opinion of 80. 

Critical Reviewers, satiriaeci, 


its opinion o I XY nu, w w . 
Critical Reviewers, satiriaed, ^ 

i. 66. , , ^ 

Critics, unworthy of satire, 

ii, 198. . , 1 

Curate, the,, a. projected 

satire of C. s, u. 14. 

Cure of Saui, ii. 295. 

Cust, Mr. Peregrine, hw 
published affidavit, u. 185. 
Custom, power of, on the 

Cy^^tax, tiie, of 1763, i* 
209. : . ■ 

tains t)ie : 

Paul ^ 

■redSWttoe : 


Dependents of the great, 
miseries of, i. 86. 

Description, fondness of some 

poets for, i. 214. 

Despenser, Lord le,8ee Dash- 
wood. ^ 

Digression, i. 219. _ 

Diogenes, the c^ic, m 231. 
Discord, chained hy ritt, n 
119. 

Discretion remonstrate with 
C. ii. 204. ,, 

Dodd, Dr. account of, n- ®o3* 
Doddington, Buhb, achotint 

ofjii. il8; his “ feathered 

bead," 151; C. 
his contempt for, 278, 
Dod8ley,R.hi8Cisons,in29^ 
Doggett, Thomas, establish^ 

an annual rowmg m»t6h, 

' ■ 

[ DoracB, Quin as, i. 53. 

Dooulas. Dr. detects the lite- 
i^^/orgerles of Laudw, 



INDEX. 


Dymohe, the city, described, 
ii. 183. 

East, crimes imported from 
the, ii. 252. 

East India Company, ii. 212. 

Economy, prospects of, under 
the guidance of Lord Sand- 
wich, ii. 214. 

Edwards, Thomas, author of 
Canons of Cnticism, i. 182 ; 
Johnson’s pinion of, ib» 

E^emont, C. Wyndbam, 
Earl of, notice of, ii. 132. 

Elliot, Miss, account of, i. 27. 

Empire, the means by which 
it is generally founded, i. 
194. 

England^ decay of her nobil- 
ity, ii. 100 ; must find 
safety in herself, 101. 

Essay on Womcm,X\t, Kidgell 
otoins a copy of, ii. 14 ; 
Lord Sandwich's impeach- 
ment of Wilkes for print- 
ing, 26, 195 ; Bp. War- 
burton disclaims the au- 
thorship of, 303. 

Exchange, Royal, ii. 103. 

Excise Laws, their unpopu- 
larity, i. 209. 

Ea&er, ii. 246. 

Faden, gets posise^on of a 
cppy 0 r the tWy (W 
ii. 14, 52,' . , / , 

the wat^-tpTf^^ b^h* ^ 
91; descriptiohb:^ ik ; ^ ; 
various concerns j 

her flight, 97 ; sounds h^ j 
trnnipet,,105. ' i 

the cave of, i. lil j. j 
m of,. 115; her 

atioiMrto,^. 


other ghosts, ii. 57, 66 ; 
her audience described, 67 : 
PomposOj Plausible, and 
Moore visit her tomb, 
81 ; not to he controlled, 
157. 

Felix, ii. 272. 

Female politicians, i. 87. 

Fenton, Miss, notice of, i. 36. 

Fingal ridiculed, i. 103, 110; 
ii. 66. 

Fisher, Kitty, notice ii. 60, 

Fitzpatrick, account of, i. 8. 

Flattery personified, ii. 189. 

Flexney, Mr. the publisher 
of C.’s poems, ii. 294. 

Flitcroft, Henry, account of, 
i, 164. 

Florio, ii. 259. 

Fludyer, Sir S. notice of, ii. 
107. 

Foote, Samuel, account of^ i. 
2 ; offended at C.’s notice 
of him in the Rosciad, 20 ; 
sometimes took several 
parts in a farce, ; his 
pun upon Hamilton;, 64. 

Forhes, John, notice of, i. 
176; challenges Wilkes, 

Forefathers, our, sports of, i. 
165 ; valour of, 167. 

Fortune-teller, the, or^- 
nally intended for the title 
of the ii. 37. 

Foitune-teller, paferonj? of a, 
deppibed, — the hut3,er, 
womn ot hero, 

. 44^paxsbn^ 49. f 

Fortune^telling forhiddea by 
' aet of .Pa^iemeht, iL 5p. 

id. notice of. i. l^ 

Fez, Hefey ibid 

' jaecSoh 
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tainment ^ven to George 
III. and his Queen, ii. 93 ; 
preparations for the enter- 
tainment, 168. 

Guthrie, William, ludicrous 
errors in hie Pi 
12 . 


reerage^ u. 



Hill, Sir John, account of, i. 6. 
Hirco^ ii. 19. 

Hogarth, his Strolling Ac~ 
tresses, i. 71 ; Wilkes’s ac- 
count of the origin of C.’s 
Epistle to, 121; C.’s de- 
scription of his decrepi- 
tude, 141 ; his conceit ex- 
posed, 142 ; his Sigismunda, 
143 ; C.’s tribute to the ge- 
nius of,146 ; CharlesLamb’s 
opinion of his works, ib . ; 
apprized by Mr. Morell 
of C.’s ^pistUy 150 ; his 
retaliatory caricature, i&.; 
his five Orders of Peri- 
wigs,’’ ii. 151; died nine 
days before C. 275. 
Holland characterized, ii. 250. 
Holland, Lord, see Eox. 
Holland, the actor, account 
of, i. 16. 

Holies, Duke of Northumber- 
land, ii. 257. 

Horae, John, account of, i. 

102 ; 110, ii. 296. 

Honour, ii. 160. 

Horse, Lord Talbot’s, ii. 161. 
Hume, David, his bias in fa- 
vour of the Stuarts, ii. 296 ; 
his remarjcs on the War- 
burtonian school of criti- 
cism, 302. 

Hunter, Miss Kitty, elopes 
with the Earl of Pembroke, 
■: 91* , 

Hurd, Dr. Bpu of Worcester, 
has style of criticism charac- 
terized by Hume, ii. SG2. 

. PndepeivABnee, the blessings 

,■ mjhtence 


Hackney - coach - office, first j 
established, ii. 166. 

Halifax, Earl of, ii. 132. 

Hall am, Mr., his opinion of 
the reign of George II, i. 
208. 

Hamilton, Singlespeech, ac- 
count of, ii. 283. 

Hamilton, Archibald, C. of- 
fended with, i, 61 ; Foote’s 
pun upon, 64. 

Hanapden, i. 160, 229. 
Hanover, electorate of, iLllO. 
Hardwicke, Earl of, elected 
High-Steward of Cam- 
bridge University, ii. 195 ; 
supported by the younger 
members, 2i6. 

Hart, Mrs. account of, i. 39. 
Hart, the dancing-master, ii. 
94,181. 

Hhvard, WiSiam, account of, 

'L15.' ^ 'X ■ 

Hayman, Francis^ the paint- 
er, account of, i 207i 
Hayter, Ih. 

wioli, abcotmt of, 

Health, the surest i. 

82. 

Heberden, Dr. ordei^' by 
. the House of Conm^i^u^ 
; attend Mr, 

ii. 224f; 


INDEX. 


kson, notice of, ^2. 
lobites, the white rose 
vorn hy the, i. 
yiansfield’e Jacobitical hi- 
ts, ii. 

aesi, King; character of, 

. 224; his indifference at 
■he massacre of Amboyna, 
233. 

cues lT,hia unworthy reign, 

L 234; commits the seven 
bishops to the Tower, i. 
235 

m$ Wifi, the, Mrs. 
Pritchard^s excellence in, 
i. 44. 

c/ctfv, described, i. 110. 

,bnson,Dr. Samuel, his ad- 
vocacy of early hours ridi- 
culed, i. 82; his opinion of 
Allan Ramsay, 10$ ; dis- I 
putes the genuineness ol 
Ossian’s poems, 105; nis 
answer to a threatening 
letter from Maopherson, 
ih. i his opinion of MallAt, 


derburn,i.5; his tribute 
to the Marquess of Gran- 
by, ii. $89. 

Kelly, Hugh, oonduotor of 
the Public Ledger, i. $9. 
Kent, William, victim of the 
Cock Lane Ghost Conspi- 
racy, ii. 5$. 

Kidgell, Rev. Mr. obtains a 

copy of Wilkes’s ^ 

Woman, ii. 14. . 

Kings, duties of patnoH i* 
238; the cares or, 

$40. ■ . 

King, Dr, W. account of, 

iir$$$. - 

Kin|;, Thomas, account oify u 

f Ki^ton, Duchess of, aaec- 
■ dote of, i. $09. . 


ib . ; his opinion of MahAt, 
104; his comparison of W w- 
hurton and ^4ward^ 18$ ; 
bis pension, ii*.10 ; h^ m- ; 
(iignation at the Cook Lane 
Ghost Conspiracy, 
celebrates the publicajjn 
of Mrs. A. Leimox's to 
work, 60; 
to publiin a 
his%rg«ry,-65 ; 
xidiculsd, 69 5 
•litics 




note 01 , 1 . ^ 

KitalVj a favourite character 

of Garrick’s, h 19. 

Knight, a vahant, desonbed, 

of t|li« 0»ttoir »seia!^ 
i . .-sMf Rettw.; 
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Lepel, Mary, notice of, ii. 
264; Ladv Caroline Her- 
vey, her daughter, ib. 

Libel^ law of, ii. Ill, 156. 

Lichheld, Earl of, his contest 
for the Chancellorship of 
Oxford, ii. 220. 

Liberty^ invocation to, i. 160 ; 
description of, with her at- 
tendants, 170. 

Lloyd, Dr. assists C. ii. 21; 
C. expresses his grati- 
tude to, ib, 

Lloyd, Robert, asserts the 
superiority oi Shakespeare, 
in the Hosciad, i. 10; 
learned without pedantry, 
11 ; account of, 12, ii. 281; 
ridicules Mason’s Ode to 
Memory, i. 14; Garrick’s 
letter to, 61 ; his death, ii. 
282, 

Lockman, John, notice of, 
ii. 182, 

Lodona and Pan, the tale of, 
burlesqued, ii. 98. 

London, resections against 
Lord Holland by the Li- 
very of, i. 158: ancient 
abuses in the police of, ii. 
72 ; sanitaary impro'yeinents 
in, during the past cen- 
tury, 105 ; the address ^om 
the city of, on the peace of 
1763,142: the Lori May- 
or and aldermen at tihs 00-1 
roaation dinner, 16^;. ^ 

Long, Dr. R., notacej^^ of, n. 
219, 


^ye of Frauds i. 187; 

forsmmiey' 

• 1 

Sandy^ich,; ii.-; | 
Lx>rd,‘ ' ao-'-j 



Love, James, account of, i. 22 
Lumley, ii. 253. 

Lun, see Rich. 

Lyttelton, Lord, C.’s refer 
enoe to his monody on hi 
wife, i. 100 ; notice o] 
108 ; C.’s portrait of, ii 
273. 


Macklin, Charles, account o: 
i. 31; a teacher of elocu 
tion, ii. 93 ; his rersatilitj 
106. 

Maepherson, James, accour 
of, i. 103; Dr. Johnson’ 
letter to, ih. 

Madan, Rev. Martin, notio 
of, ii. 1S4. 

Mallet, or Mallooh, Davie 
account of, i. 104; Di 
Johnson’s estimate of, ib. 
his Truth in Rhyme, i; 
102 . 

Mandeville, Sir John, i.l9< 

Manhood, described^ i. 200, 

Mansfield, Lord, bis inter 
pretation of the law of li 
he), ii. Ill ; his scheme c 
judicial decisions, 156 ; hi 
original predilection fc 
the Pretender, ii. 190 ; C,‘ 
powerful sath'e on, ib, 194 
his conduct on the trial < 
Mr. C, Wehb, 241 j alk 
sion to his altering th 
record against Wilkes, 

Man^on Honse^ hoonnnt c 

its%©ctiom ii. 106. 

:r ' » ' '.t. 


Act, the, passed i 
17.53' li. 26®. 

the heero < 
the i. m 
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Marvell, Andrew, extract 
from a letter of, i. 233 ; no- 
tice of, ii. 5. 

/lary^ Queen of Scots, the 
indifference of James I. to 
her fate, i, 224. 

Jason, Rev. William, his Ode 
to Memory ridiculed by 
Lloyd, i. 14; account of, 
99 ; ii. 279, 
ieannesSf ii. 248. 
dedeuj Glover’s, ii. 295. 
Jedmenham Abbey, de- 
scription of, ii. 221. 
Jeloombe, Lord, see Dod- 
dington. 

dessengersy the King’s, their 
conduct m the execution 
of the general warrant, i. 
169; their badge, 172,178. 
dijitia, W estminster, a stand- 
ing joke, i. 30. 
donmouth, clowns of, i. 198. 
dontagu, see Sandwich. 
\'l(nithly Review, its recep- 
tion of the Rosciad, i. 61. 
donthly Reviewers, the, sa- 
tirized, i. 220. 
doodyjjpraised by C. i. 27. 
doore, Rev. Mr., implicated 
in the Cock Lane Conspi- 
racy, ii. 35 ; interrupts 
Trijie,. 77 ; character, of, 
112 . 

dore, i. 203. 

\dmtl, the Rier. T. ffrst ap- 
prizes Hogarth of the puo- ; 
llcatiott ol Epietle, i. 
160. , : 


pen, ii. 10. 279 ; his pla- 
giarisms alluded to, 295. 
Muse,C. bids farewell to his, 

i. 248 ; C, remonstra^tes 
with his, ii. 153, 139. 

Mylne, Robert, architect of 
Blackfriars Bridge, ii. 166. 

National debt, amount of, in 
1764, ii. 214. 

Newcastle, Duke of, account 
of, ii. 126. 

Newfoundland^ capture and 
recapture oi, in 1762, ii. 
108. 

New River, i. 32. 

Newton. Sir Isaac, ii. 65. 

N oble, tne ancient, described, 

ii, 277. 

Norris, H. notice of, i. 25. 
North Briton, the, published 
jointly by C. and WUkee, i. 
28,106; ceases in 1768,126; 
recommences with No/ 
xLv, 127f the general wa?-- 
rant against those con- 
cerned m,. “16. ; its abuse csf 
Mr. Martin, 151; Lord 
Talbot ridioukd . ip. 
xn. of, iu 16L 
Northumberland, ^ 
of, her paa:tiesL.|i^-^^^& 
N orthumberlaici^l'-' 
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Orrery, Earl of, see Boyle. 
Orthodox^ addresses fanny’s 
Ghost, ii. 68. 

Oxford, riot at, in 1747, ii. 
16 ; characters of the Ox- 
onian professors, ii. 
et aeq, 

Oasian, tee Macpherson. 


Packer, notice of, i. 25. 
Palmer, John, notice of, i, 3 ; 
C.’s amende honorable to 
him, 75. 

Palmer, Mrs. notice of, i. 
31, 40. 

Panegyric, invocation to, ii. 
203. 


Pantine, the. ii. 181. 
Parsons, autnor of the Cock 
Lane Conspiracy, ii. 32. 
Paterson, Mr. the promoter 
of Blackfriars Bridge, ii. 
166; his inscription for it 
ridiculed, 167. 

Patriot King, duties of a, 

i. 238, 242, 252. 

Patriots, C. resolves to speak 

no more of, ii. 199- 
Patrens, modem, described, 

ii. 284. 

Pearce, Br. Zachary, repri- 
mands C. i, 102 ; extract 
from C.^s Gmcltm npon, 
ii. 73; satiri^d aUtJaw, 
ib. I contest tl^ 

veindow in St Mmigaret^s, 
180- ' ■ 
Peirson, Mr. of St 
garet% Westannster,. it 

■180. . - v - ’ 


. v. . Pe*»ant, the, retuimin^ home 
. mimic fight,^ 166^5. 
3 u ‘/y ; of the, cont^as^ 





Pembroke, Earl of, elo 
with Miss Hunter, ii. 9 

Petty, William, Earl of 81 
bume, ii. 27. 

Phillips, Sir John, acco 
of, 11. 221. 

Philosophy, the true scope 
defined, ii. 230. 

Physicians, College of, 

I tirized, ii. 132. 

Pilgrim, the part of JuL 
in the, i. 43. 

Pitt, William, Earl of Ch 
ham, account of his po! 
cal career after his rei 
nation in 1761, i. 92 ; vi 
like spirit produced by 
successes, 119; ii. 96, i 

Pitt, Lady, created Baroi 
Chatham, i. 93. 

Pliant, Sir, rebukes the r 
for his disdain for f 
dence, i. 91. 

Poeti^, the scope of, i. 

Police, maladministratior 
the^ in C.^s time, ii. 72 

Politicians, female, i. 
citizens turned, 88. 

Polly Pe^hum, represei 
tives or, i. 36, 37. 

Pomposo, br, Johnson, it 
character of, 80, lls. 

Ponton, Daniel, notice of 
185. 


Pope, A., dislike fo: 
76 f the harmony of 
verse praised, ift.i hie 
tack on Addison, i31 
. .]^®<5iatoiry ooaplet, 
printed, 249; his tab 
, .Lodona, and* Pan . 1 
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Plausible^ the Rev. W. Sellon, Ra 
ii. 69; betakes himself to Ra! 
his prayer-book, 79 ; cha- Ra! 
racter of, 113. Ra 

PlayerSjStatute against, i. 70, s 
Potter, Thomas, M.P. notice Ra 
of, i. 133 ; supposed author Re' 
of the notes to Wilkes’s t 
Essay on Wo?m7i, 181 ; ii, fl 
304. i 

Pratt, C. Earl Camden, his Re 
firm defence of constitu- € 

tional rights, i. 140; his J 

opinion on the warrant Re 

to seize Wilkes’s papers, Re 

aro. i 

pretender, the Old, birth-day Re 
of, i. 111. < 

Printers, actions brought by, Ri 
in consequence of tbeir ^ 

arrest under the general 
warrant, i, 170. Rc 

Printing-press, Wilkes’s pri- i 
vate, 1. 169. Rc 

Pritchard, Mrs. account of, < 
i.42. R< 

Privilege, abuses of, ii. 247. < 

Procession, of actors in the 
R^sciadj i. 15 ; the city, iL Rc 
180. 

Profoundf ii. 68. 

Providence f by Ogilvie, ii. 296. 
Prurfsncs, characterized, i. 90; R( 
called Cunning f in heaven, R< 
ISO ; ii. 22 } tempts C. 115, R< 
141. 

)Pnblic, C. describes his obli- Ri 
. ‘ gations to the, ii. 22. 

PubUo Ledger f the, edited 
byKeRT,L29; 

PmiuSf 35r. 


Rabelais, ii. 63. 

Raleigh, Sir Walter, i. 526. 

Ralph, James, ii. 26. 

Ramsay, Allan, father and 
son, i. 102. 

Rational, the^ ii. 188. 

Rebellion of 1745, allusion 
to the, i. 89, 101 ; Sawney 
and Jockey lament the mis- 
fortunes of, 114. 

Record against Wilkes alter- 
ed by Lord Mansfield, ii. 

m. 

Reeves, Dr. ii. 133. 

Resignation of Whig Lords 
in 1761-2, i469. 

Reynolds, Sir Joshua, Ms 
enduring fame, i. 149. 

Rich, John, mans^er of Co- 
vent Garden Theatre, i. 
33. 

Robinson, Sir T. notice of, 
ii. 162 ; epigram on, ib, 

Roit, R. a hack writer, ac- 
count <3^ i. 33. , 

Rose, the white^the emfeteiE 
of the Jacobites, i. tlly 
208; ii. 191. . ^ 

Rosoiad, the, list of 
tionfl occasioned 


Ross, David, acccSi® 
Roaslyn, 

Eoundheadsi^^l^^ 
of - the 9 Ly 


VM,' 
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206; ironical eulogy on, 
207, 212; vilified as Lo- 
thariO} 208. 

Satire, the power of, ii. 8, 
202; C.ironically condemns 
the boldness ot his, 159; 
C. resolves to relinquish, 
202 . 

Savoy, the, an ancient royal 
residence, ii. 165. 

Sawney described, i. 110. 

Say, Mr., editor of the Gazet- 
ieevy ii. 52. 

Schomberg, Dr. Isaac, no- 
tice of, u. 133. 

School for by White- 

heaa, ii. . 

Scotland, Gw&oZ^^jygurrilous 
attack upon, ; ironi- 
cal descriptio4 or Eng- 
land’s obligatioas to, i. 
101; ironical expression 
of repentance for bis for- 
mer hatred of, 107; C.’S 
Muse rebuked for its pre- 
sumption in attempting the 
praiee o^ 108 ; Cleveland's 
couplet on, 116; C. re- 
sol v|^ to leare her in peace, 
ii. 19^ 


Shelburne, Earl of, see Pett 

Sheridan, Thomas, notice < 
i. 32; account of, 53; 
teacher of elocution, ii. 9 
ridiculed by C. 181. 

Shuter, Edward, notice c 

i. 2. 

Sidney, Algernon, i. 160. 

Si^ismunda, Hogarth's,!. 14 

Sign-post Exhibition, th 
li. 94. 

Sin^lespeech Hamilton, ii. 28 

Smith, Pr. notice of, ii. 21 

Smith, GentleTnaUf acoou 
of i, 30. 

Smollett, Dr. disclaims tl 
criticism on the ^sck 
which appeared in tJ 
Critical Review, i. 61; h 
attack on Voltaire, 65; $ 
tirized, 68> 74; his ae^ieid 
68; encouraged by Lo: 
Bute to publish the B? 
foTi, 106 ; vilified as Pu 
liusj ii. 5 ; no stated pei 
Sion ever conferred on, 1( 
51. 

Society for the enoourag 
mentofArts^&o, noticed 

ii. 94. 


Seasot^, deswedy^i^^ 
Seeker, Arottbishop of 
terhu^^ iii 1^61 

Sell on,, ^y, jWfcce 

, of;.i^ 

sibk. ii,' 


ill. 




Somerset House, an ancie; 

rpyalresidencf, ii. 16^ 
S^^nooles, enperiori^ 
Shakespeare to, L 12, 
Sjm obaraoteri 2 sid, ii. 25i 
S^ks, Duke, notice oL 
; 30, 

Sp^chy . exoeHenoe n 
to. ocnstjitjKfce 


-pH*' 
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the King, on the peace of 
1763, ii. 142. 

St. Margaret’s Ch^ch. 
Westminster, the painted 
window in, ii. 73, 180. 
Statesmen, great desire of 
fools to he thought, 1 . 86 ; 
inconsistencies of, ii. 26. 
StatirOf Mrs. Palmer, i. 31, 
40. 

StentoTf ii. 127, 128. 

Sterne, Dr. Lawrence, j. 
hi* 63: his humour praised, 
119} his opinion of Powell, 
the actor, 197. 

Stone, ii. 259. 

^ord,‘ M of. hi* bad 
Infiuenoe over Cnarlas I, i. < 
,227. 

SMbag players, 1. 70. | 

StWBrts, ohajaoters of the— 
^l^innes L, i. 224; Charles 
1X226; Charles II,, 231; 
J'ames IL, 234. 

in^ocstiott to, i. 247. 
i^r, R«t. Dt., ii. <19. 
M/tAn, iL 18S. 
iS|L Dean* extract ieom a 
of, il. 105. 

Eerl, his attempt at 
^^eemoaioal refhrm in the 
household, i. 1^; 
IweqnestrUm perfbvmri^ 

' ihe eoionatiott 

ahendoned by 

^iu.m 

the John, 

157. 

seppovta Mr* 


ham, 94 : but reconciled to 
him in 1768, i6. ; his seat 
at Stowe, ii. 204 ; praised 
as a worthy representative 
of the nobility, 278. 

Temple, the constitution re- 
presented under the figure 
ofa, i.l 63; the servants of 
the, SimpUciti/f Hospitality^ 
Ecmomyi 

Thornton, Bonnell, his bur- 
lesque ode on St. Cecilia’s 
davy i. 199; his sign-post 
exhibition, ii. 94. 

Times.'’ lie, a political 
print by HqgUrth, i, 121. 

Times, C.'s. severely oen- 
ittr^, ILwl. 

Tinsel, ii*m 

Tofts, Mnfy, history of her 
imposture, ii. 53. 

Tooke, Home, his dispute 
with Wilkes, ii. 205. 

Tower, the, i. 178. 

Twaw^rtation first inflicted, 

Tr^, character of, ii. 70; 
his discourse, 71. 

Truth* prayer to the Ood 
0 ^ k SO . 

invooatioa to, iLfitf 
the inspiration of, 

Tulips, mania for, 
l*ad'L*0S. ” ■ . ; 

Vso^en, Thomas, nc4^ o4 

Vferttta* 

V. 1 
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Waller, the harmony of his 
verse, i. 76, 

Walpole, Horace, his esti- 
mate of Garrick, i. 57; 
his remarks on Lord Sand- 
wich’s impeachment of 
Wilkes, ii. 26. 

Walpole, Sir R. his douceur 
to Love, the actor, i. 23 ; 
political print levelled 
agfainst, ii. 273. 

Warburton, Bishop, C.’s 
pungent satire on, i. 178 ; 
notice of, ib , ; dissolution 
of his friendship with Mr. 
Potte][\181%his Alliance be- 
tween Church and State, 1^2] 
his controversy with Mr. 
Edwards, and Johnson’s 
estimation of the distm- 
tants, ^.i his deo^ 184; 

Amai In his corres^fl^d- 
ence with Lord Chatham, 
ii 163; his notes, 202, 298 ; 
his notes on Pope’s couplet 
on Mr. Allen, 299 ; tyranny 
of, 302; h^' complaint 
against Wilkes in the 
House of Lords, 303. 

Ward, Dr. Joshua, account 
of, li 132. 

Warwick Lan^ ii 132; , 
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lawry declared inform 
188. 

Whifie, character of, ii. U 

Whitehead, William, accou 
of^ i. 109 ; satirized, ii. 8 
Ms Charge to the Poets, 8 
his School for Lovers, £ 
295 • 279. 

Whiteiiead, Paul, ii. 26, 2 
account of, 88; at Me 
menham Abbey, 280. 

Whitefield, George, accou 
of, ii. 40. 

Wildman, a political socie 
at his tavern, ii. 204 ; n 
tice ofr 205. 

Wilkes, John, publishee wi 
C, the ’North Briton, i. 2 
106; his prediction r 
[meeting the Propkscy 
C.’s lett 
to him on the same, %b 
Ms impartiality praised I 
C. 105; the origin of C. 
Epistle to Hogarth, 12; 
his philosophical contem* 
for his ugly &oe, 125 
account of his contests wii 
government,. 127 ; relea 
of, by Lord Camden, 14( 
his quarrel and duel wii 
Mn, Martin, 151; hie pi 
yate printmg pr^, 16£ 

, TBCo-veils damages 4or ti 

-V sehaice ef his papeirs^ 171 
ehaSehged-; 1 1 by Oaptaa 
Pcihes, 176; 
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ir<mwn, 195; b» 
ter in bhrmlf SOO; C. s 
exaggerateci praise of, w. 
his quarrel with Homo 
Tooke,«05; wHtootoDr. 
Burton, U7; ooraplamt 
against, by op. Warbur* 
ton, SOS. 

f ilfcon, Tate, a<^uat of, 
I 5; extract from the 
Diary of, *1. . 

iVilks, R. account of, i. to, 
iVillos, Bishop, aooount of, 
iitSS. . 

Winchester schooU ii. tl7. 
Window, painted, in St Mar- 
WiSbiuych,ii. 180. 
Window Tax, ha 176*, 
oonplcft npon^ i. 89. 
Wingate, ii. *79. 

WoDiaa, praised, ii. *54. 


Wood, Mr. action brot^ht 
by Wllkee againit, i. 170, 
Woodward, H. hii dispute 
with Hill,!. 7 j aooount of, 
18, , , 
Wyoombe, West, ohuroh 
built by Lord Le Despeu- 
•er at, i. #11. 

Wyndham, Charlea, isf Bu- 
rnout 


Yates, Richard, i *; 
of, 17 ; his rencontre with 
OhuMhill, S8. 

yaS^.aooountof.1.37; 
her partiality for Olovwf'* 

Young, Ifr. W 


Yoafh descetibedt I* iPO^ 

Zanga, liw «4 



